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PREFACE. 



• ♦♦ 



Two friends, an American and an Englishman, the 
one a citizen of New- York, the other a resident in 
Massachusetts, met after a separation of some 
months, to spend the bright season of the year in 
one of the loveliest valleys of New England. They 
diversified their rambles and their rides amongst 
grand mountains and by beautiful streams, with con- 
versations upon subjects congenial to the tastes of 
both. One day the topic became the curious copart- 
nery in literary labors of Beaumont and Fletcher, ' 
and the one friend proposed to the other to attempt 
the composition of a prose work of fiction in the same 
manner. This was readily agreed to, and the result 
is here laid before the public. 

They neither of them pretend to the genius or 
the merits of a Beaumont or a Fletcher ; but they 
do believe, that some interest, independent of any 
that may attach to the work itself, will be excited in 
the public by the unusual course which has been 
taken in this composition. The minute details of 
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their plan of joint authorship would probably not be 
very amusing or instructive to any one ; but the 
public may be pleased to know, at least, thus much : 
that each has contributed, as nearly as possible, an 
equal portion with the other to the work that follows, 
and that there is not a chapter — not a page — ^in the 
whole book, on which each hand and each mind has 
not labored. 

If, as possibly will be the case, the curiosity of 
some individuals may be stimulated to enquire which 
portions are to be attributed to the one author, which 
to the other, we fear we can afford them no farther 
indication than that which their own knowledge of 
either of the men, or their habits of thought may 
supply. And yet, we will venture to add that this 
clue may very frequently lead them wrong, as it is 
more than probable that the sentiments and opinions 
of the one, may, in many instances, be attributed by 
the reader to the other. 

In regard to the work itself, very little need be 
said. The scene is laid in the United States. The 
characters, though not to be considered as portraits, 
are not without their prototypes : the events, though 
here and there assisted by fictitious accessories, are 
often related as they occurred ; and of one a slight 
but faithful sketch has already appeared in print. 
The principal object was less, perhaps, to write 
a talefull of stirring incidents, than to develop a 
peculiar character, and to show the result of a 
(inflict, in the same breast, between opposite opin- 
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ions, derived from different sources. In all lands 
there remains, unfortunately, a high degree of intol- 
erance, in each man, for adverse opinions or preju- 
dices in his neighbor. We are apt only to love our 
neighbor as ourself, upon the condition of his being 
exactly like ourself. The higher this intolerance is 
in any country, the greater is the misfortune ; and 
when the celebrated Ancillon called the collection of 
his essays by a name which we may freely translate, 
" Something towards the mitigation of extreme opin- 
ions," he did much, by that very name, to promote a 
sane and benevolent philosophy — to point the way to 
a more Christian and charitable mode of judging the 
views of others, than the world has generally been 
willing to adopt. 

If, however, it be a great misfortune to a nation 
to be vexed by opposite and intolerant opinions, it is 
a still greater misfortune to an individual to be torn 
by conflicting views, from whatever source they may 
come : and it is well, we thmk, for every man, as 
early as possible, to obtain definite and conclusive 
judgment between the contending parties. To do so, 
without any chance of reversal of judgment, it is 
necessary for him to reject, as worthless, all, that 
prejudice, however venerable from antiquity, or re- 
spectable by association, may put forth to sustain 
one view or another, and above all, to cast from him 
the minted falsehoods constantly current in society. 
Although to incite to such a course, is certainly one 
great object of the work, yet, as will be seen by those 
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who peruse the following pages, we do not presume 
to speak dogmatically, or to school the public upon 
any of the various questions which affected painfully 
the mind of one of the principal characters. 

If the book have any moral, it may perhaps be 
comprised in these few words, " Try your opinions ;" 
for we believe that in all cases it will be found that 
peace of mind can only be founded on firm and well- 
established convictions. 

Stookbbidqe, Mass., Sept, 1, 1851. 
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CHAPTEE L 

Windows and doon in nameless scnlptnro dresti 
With order, symmetry, or taste nnblest, 
Forms like some bedlam statoary^s dream. 
The craz'd creation of misguided whim. 

BuBMS. " The Brigs cfAyr^ 

There are odd-shaped old houses all over the world ; and it 
is very extraordinary what diflferent expressions they put on, 
although their general features may be very much the 
same. There is something in the face of an old house very 
much like the fece of a human being. One cannot get it 
out of one's head, that the windows are eyes, and the door 
a mouth, and the overhanging eaves the beetle brows. 
Who has not looked at one in the dim of the evening — 
especially in school-boy days — till he almost fimcied it the 
head of the ^nt Blunderbore, looking out of the pit which 
Jack, the giant-killer, dug for him. Not only is this simila- 
rity in what we must call the features, but the aspect, the 
expression has something human in it. How many a 
venerable old house do we see, quite decrepit with age — 
sometimes even upon crutches — but smiling upon us still, 
1* 
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with a pleasant face from underneath its wig of honse-leek. 
Then again there is tlie grimly house — the dark, foreboding, 
melancholy mansion, with trees of sombre hue generally 
coming close up to it, and the long-bladed, bluish-green 
grass concealing the meeting place between its walls and 
the earth. How its heavy brows frown upon us. How its 
cold, staring eyes seem to look gloom and dissatisfaction. 
How little welcome does it give. How stiff and repulsive 
does it seem ! One could almost fancy it a Prime Minister, 
putting his hands behind his back, and bowing negation to 
some poor petitioner. 

Of the latter kind, there was a very fair specimen, seated 
in a deep hollow of some hills, two or three miles from the 
seashore; but in addition to the general frowning aspect 
which it wore, there was, moreover, an air of melancholy 
about it, as it stood in its solitude, with little to see and 
nobody to talk to. It had a bereaved and disconsolate air ; 
and there was as little hope for it in the future, as there 
was joy in the present ; for it bore about it evident signs of 
old age, and four large figures of hammered iron plaistered 
on its front, were probably intended as a sort of register of 
its birth, which was somewhat more than a century before 
the period at which our tale commences. These figures 
were, 1 — 6 — 8 — 7. Between the six and the eight, indeed, 
there was a great gap, nobody could tell why or wherefore. 
Some people said there had once been a window there, 
which had been blocked up when the house was repaired 
some fifty years before ; but we cannot think it ; for the 
figures were high up on the house, where no other witadow 
dwelt ; and the story of the window, at all, rested only on 
tradition, a foundation on which we are not at all inclined 
to rely in any case, and more especially, when it is offered 
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to US in the shape of an old woman^s tale, involving circum- 
stances repugnant to humanity. Such Tvas the legend told 
to any one who delighted in cup and saucer eloquence, by 
two ancient ladies of virgin ^Eune and exceedingly sharp 
chins, who resided near the hill, by the side of a small lake. 
They declared they had it from their grand&ther; but we 
think they must have been mistaken; for we do believe 
they manu&ctured it themselves ; and, though each look- 
ed very much as if she were her own gi'and&ther, we do 
not suspect that either of them intended to allude to her- 
selfl 

They said, that some sixty years before, a young and 
beautiful girl had precipitated herself out of the solitary 
window, which stood between the two figures six and eight, 
impelled to what the newspapers call " the rash act," by 
the cruelty and tyranny of her own father, who wished to 
force her into a marriage with a man whom she abhorred. 
Now, we are no believers in Blue-beard fathers. We have 
never seen them in a normal, or fossil state ; and though, 
very likely, Methuselah was very despotic when he got old 
and crusty, yet such Withers, depend upon it, were all before 
the flood. Daughter and father, however^ the old ladies both 
averred, had walked the house ever since, and from time to 
time a shriek was heard, just such as the poor girl gave when 
she was taking the fatal leap. They did not, of course, relate 
that leap from their personal knowledge ; for the event occur- 
red sixty years before, and the two sisters, though not twins, 
were each exactly thirty-five — whatever the family Bible 
might say to the contrary, as some persons^ suspected it 
would do, if ever let out of the dark closet in which they 
kept it locked up — ^to punish it for telling such lies about 
pec^le's ages, we suppose. 
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But to return to the old house, with its registered front 
It was a ciu^ous old building, of three stories high, with a 
roofi unlike most other roofe in the country, describing at all 
its various angles a wavy line, somewhat like Hogarth's 
celebrated line of beauty. It was, in short, like the dome 
of some Turkish mosque cut square ; and the chimneys, made 
tall and slender in order to carry the smoke above the hills, 
might well in the evening light have passed for minarets. 
Over the principal entrance of the mansion, gracefiilly re- 
clined upon cornucopias of fruit and flowers, what had once 
been intended for two female figures, carved in oak, — an 
ornament which both its form and execution suggested, had 
once belonged to, or had at least been intended for, the 
stem of some antediluvian ship. Mischief or accident, how- 
ever, had cut down the relief of noses, and chins, and fruit, 
to an uniform level with the less prominent parts ; so that 
the general effect was neither particularly Hvely nor agree- 
able. 

There were two stories above, and one below ; and the 
separation of the aristocratical up-st^irs floors from the 
plebeian ground floor, was mai'ked distinctly enough by the 
protrusion of the former over the latter, some two feet on 
every side. The upper floors, indeed, were considerably 
more spacious than the under, and to prevent them from 
falling down upon their inferior member, like an extinguisher 
upon a candle, or a night-cap on a head, the large joists of 
the flooring projected considerably beyond the wall of the 
ground floor, as if the people of those dsjs had found it 
more economical to build in the air, than on the ground. 
The learned, however, assigned another motive for this pecu- 
liar style of construction. They said that, at the time this 
house was built, it was by no means an unusual occurrence 
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to see two or three hundred personages, nearly naked, with 
brown skins, beautifully painted and feathered, approach a 
dwelling, and rush under the eaves, with the design of 
^ bruising the hairy scalp of their enemies,'' and that, unless 
prevented by a sharp fire of musketry from above, they 
would hew down the doors with their hatchets, or break in 
at the windows in an incredibly short space of time. As a 
proof of the truth of that which they advanced, the persons 
who gave this account of the matter used to point out a 
number of round holes, between the rafters under the supei^ 
incumbent protuberance, through which they declared, the 
early setders poured a deadly fire upon the savages. 

All this might be so, or it might not, and it is not worth 
while to stop here for the purpose of investigating the ques- 
tion. Thank heaven, we are far enough from Indians now- 
a-days, and those who do still exist — except upon the 
extreme frontier — if not civilized, are at least tamed. How- 
ever, the very idea of the dusky savages coming down from 
their deep forests, with the war-whoop, and the tomahawk, 
and the scalping-knife, and rushing fiercely, in the dead of 
the night, upon the dwellings of the invaders of their hunt- 
ing grounds, — of the shout and the scream, and the pealing 
shot, and the torture, and the massacre, the fiendish dance, 
and the revel in blood, added other grim associations to 
those with which the place was already invested, and which 
its mournful, stem, and desolate aspect seemed well to 
warrant 

The inside of the house was not much more cheerful 
than the exterior. Timber was in plenty on the lands round 
about at the time when it was built, and it had not been 
spared. Large beams, time-worn and wormeaten, protnided 
themselves in every direction, and the death-watch kept up 
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his measured tickings in every room. The staircase was 
broad and solemn, with low steps eighteen inches wide, 
ascending from a good-sized, stone-paved hall, and running 
back, though not completely, to the farther side of the build- 
ing. The banisters consisted of thick round columns of 
wood, with a broad rail at top ; and both in balustrade and 
railing, the ravages of the worm — tracing a somewhat quaint 
and fanciful pattern of deep holes and superficial channels, 
for the tiny destroyer to do the bidding of his master, 
Time — were not only apparent but obtrusive to the eye. 

At the top of the stau*case which, with a portion of the 
hall in which it stood, was somewhat more than twenty feet 
in width, was what, we suppose, must be called a landing, 
though being thirty feet deep, from the top step to a window 
of three lights with a fan-light above, in the back of the 
house, it might deserve the name of a room, or a corridor. 
From this landing ran away two passages, one to the right 
and the other to the left, which deviated into a number of 
other passages leading to different rooms, and smaller stair- 
cases without number, some going up and some going down, 
some straight, and some crooked, and some which seemed 
inclined to betake themselves altogether to the lower story 
of the house, as if tired of standing there so long without 
any one taking advantage of the assistance they proffered. 

The rooms were all low in the ceiling, though some of 
them were both wide and long, and everywhere were seen 
the great beams crossing from side to side, and forbidding 
any one, above six feet high, to walk without stooping. 
Opening out of the hall, on the right and left — ^before, pass- 
ing the staircase, you reached a sort of vestibule at the back 
of the house — ^were two large rooms : evidently the state 
rooms of a time of dignity passed away. The ceilings of 
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these were nearly as low as in the other apartments ; but 
the extent gave them a gloomy sort of grandeur, heighten- 
ed in gloom, if not in majesty, by the dingy panelling with 
which one of them was lined, and the enormous gaping 
fire-place, which looked like the jaws of some monster, 
ready to devour any one who entered. The other room 
was not panelled, and had, to say sooth, a somewhat 
gayer aspect ; for some long forgotten hand had, in a day 
when the arts were not at their climax, covered the walls 
with stucco, and ornamented them all round with one grand 
historical fresco. This effort of genius was evidently not 
coeval with the building of the house, if the date in front 
was to be relied on ; for the dresses of the various persons 
represented were of a somewhat later period — ^that of king 
William, of immortal memory, rather trenching upon that 
of Anne. Had it not been for this circumstance, some 
points about the picture might have induced one to believe 
that it was of very remote antiquity. It represented a hunt, 
beginning at the eastern comer of the room and going on 
till the end met the commencement There was a party of 
gendemen, in great wigs, broad-taUed coats, and large jack- 
ed boots, mounted on some sort of extinct animal which 
bore a shadowy resemblance to a horse, but differing in 
a neck, much resembling that of a swan, and a head 
hardly large enough to become a colt of two months old. 
There were innumerable French horns also hanging under 
the left arms of all and sundry. Then came a forest, 
the trees of which were apparently palm-trees and were 
80 close together, that how the poor men were ever to get 
trough them, heaven only knows. Then was seen a pack 
of Italian greyhounds with pigs' snouts, and long hanging 
ears — ^very ugly-looking people indeed — numerous as the 
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sands of the sea, and each bearing a strong family resem- 
blance to the other. Then came another impervious forest, 
so filled with birds and beasts, of indescribable proportions 
as to give one the idea that a child's Noah's ark had been 
shaken out into it, anyhow ; and lastly, appeared what was 
probably the object of the chase — a beast which no one 
would think of hunting in the present day, except a geolo- 
gist; for he seemed to be of a mixed breed between a 
mastodon and a giraffe. We say, he was probably the 
object of the chase ; for, as there was but about the distance 
of six inches, with due deference to perspective, between 
his snout and the tail of the horse of the principal hunts- 
man, it was difficult to say which was hunting the other. 

We have declared that this room had a somewhat 
gayer aspect than the other ; but after all it was a sombre 
sort of gayety, like the laugh of a discontented spirit 
There was an echo of the past about it — a voice from the 
dead, as it were — speaking from the faded figures on the 
walls, and breathing ruin, and desolation, and decay. 

In the grand masterpieces of art, we find none of this 
gloomy emanation. Genius communicates to them a por- 
tion of its own immortality. They are not dead, nor of the 
dead. They Hve and are for ever living. The soul of 
Raphael, or of Michael Angelo, or of Correggio, still breathes 
forth, all animate, from their works, and holds commune 
with all who behold them. But take away the spirit of 
genius from a painting — reduce it to a mere clumsy decora- 
tion — and it is but a tablet on a monument, the record of 
death, and desolation and corruption. One of those old, 
rudely painted rooms, however gaudy be the coloring, is, 
to us, more melancholy than one of the tombs of Thebes. 
But here the coloring was not gaudy — it was not even 
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bright — ^it was dim — Bomewhat mouldy — ^withering away — 
and the effect of the whole after the very first view was 
sombre, and dreary enough. 

But let us quit the inside of the house, and cast our 
eyes around us. We fear, the prospect is not very cheer- 
ing. There is no great reUef in the circumadjacent objects. 

The spot in which the house was situated, was, as we have 
said, a hollow, or valley in the midst of the hiUs ; but these 
hills themselves were by no means picturesque, though 
somewhat high. They were round granite knobs, covered 
with short, and by no means luxuriant turf. Here and 
there were seen, cold, round, polished pieces of rock break- 
ing through, and ever and anon, a great boulder ap- 
peared hanging upon the edge of the steep sides of the 
hollow, as if with the full intention of falling upon the head 
of some unwary traveller, as he passed beneath. North, 
south, and west, such was the unvaried aspect of the coun- 
try around, and the wind played strange gambols over those 
bare hills, hooting, and howhng, and whistling as it went 
Towards the east, the valley had its outlet in the direction 
of the distant seaKX>ast, and here the scene was a little 
varied ; for the ancient proprietors, in order to shelter them- 
selves from the blast which came screaming in the winter 
up the gorge, had encouraged the growth of sturdy pines, 
which had risen up, protected by and emulating each 
other, to a vast height, completely overshadowing the dell, 
through the bottom of which, between deep rocky banks, 
flowed a cold, dark-colored stream, so that the Uttle road 
which passed out in that direction, was not the most cheer- 
ful one in the world ; for the dell and the stream looked 
like the valley of Death and the waters of Oblivion. 

There was but a very scanty space between the old, 
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gray, time-worn house, and the first trees of the wood. 
Immediately at the back of the building was a small court, 
paved with round white stones inlaid with dark colored ones 
in divers quaint figures ; but many of the stones had dis- 
appeared, rendering the original design hardly traceable, 
and between the rest the grass and weeds were growing in 
unmolested luxuriance. The remainder of the open space 
was occupied, partly by an ancient flower and kitchen garden, 
surrounded by a loose, stone wall, tumbled down in many 
places, partly by some cattle sheds, and one or two fields 
which had once been cultivated, though the only trace of culti- 
vation now remaining, was an abundant crop of hardback and 
other noxious weeds, aiising from the long untended soil. 

Were these the only objects within view ? No, there 
was another — an old well, at the corner of the court-yard 
and the garden, rudely surrounded with stones, and sur- 
mounted with a tall pole and a long beam, according to the 
primeval fashion of weUs ; but, alas ! the cord and bucket 
had long departed, and for many years, it is probable, no 
one had dipped into the watera below, -or drawn up the 
fresh stream to assuage his thirst The beam was now 
worm-eaten ; some of the stones had fallen in : and this 
trace of a former habitation by man only served to add 
deeper melancholy to the whole. 

Such was the state and aspect of the place, when, one 
autunm afternoon, a stranger visited it, with a companion 
from a town not fax distant The stranger came back again 
after a day or two, — went away — returned — went away 
again ; and then the news spread through the neighboring 
ferm-houses, that the old place had been bought and sold. 
Of its purchaser, and his previous history, it may now be 
neoeasaiy to say a word or two. 
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CHAPTEE n. 



Fxlde has ennobled some, and some disgraced; 
It harts not in itseU; bat as tls placed; 
When right, its Tiews know none bat virtne^s boand ; 
When wrong, it scarcely looks one inch aroand. 

SniiLiNorLm!. 



Ai/THOUOH it may be all very well, according to the ancient 
maxim of the great poet, to plunge into the middle of 
things — ^which, after all, with due reverence be it spoken, 
is only making the epic pilfer from the dramatic — we can- 
not help thinking that to render the recapitulation of past 
events — ^the long yam, if we may so call it, which must 
necessarily be spun in some part or another of the story— 
a very lengthy one, is to inflict a great tax upon the reader's 
patience, especially if those past events are very far past 
indeed. Nevertheless, it is occasionally needful to go back 
to a hero's fether — nay more, to a hero's grandfSather — ^in 
order, sometimes, to show feimily idiosyncrasies, sometimes, 
to trace acquired peculiarities to their original sources — just 
as a man unravels the threads at the end of a piece of cloth, 
in order to ascertain distinctly, what are the material of 
which it is really composed. The more briefly, however, 
this is done, the better ; for, as the patience of the merchant 
would certainly be exhausted if his customer went on to 
unravel the whole threads of his piece of cloth, so, probably, 
would the patience of the reader be worn out, if authors 
were to tell all they knew about people's grand&thers. 
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In this book, we will not inflict the grandfather upon 
any one ; but will merely dwell a little upon the father of 
one of our principal characters, as absolutely necessary to a 
right understanding of the son's nature, and, with all due 
moderation, will make the dose of even that innocent medi- 
cine as homoeopathically infinitesimal as possible. 

Adrian Brewerton — for such was the name of the per- 
son -who had bought the house described in the preceding 
chapter — ^had been at all times a riddle to the world and 
not unfrequently a mystery to himself. His character was 
full of seeming inconsistencies, difficult to be reconciled, and 
brought into one congruous whole by any effort of friendship 
or enmity. Those who loved him could not pretend to 
believe him all perfection ; tliose who hated him, could not 
deny him many strangely contrasted virtues. Neither, 
probably, understood him ; and his strange character could 
only have been rightly comprehended and appreciated, if at 
all, by that long, patient, and impartial scrutiny, not unen- 
lightened by great experience in moral anatomy, which this 
giddy "world is but httle inclined to bestow u|X)n any of its 
passing denizens. 

Adrian's father, the younger son of a younger son, of a 
noble race, although no Puritan by either inheritance or 
principle, had found himself in New England, at a somewhat 
late period of its colonial history. Originally in the British 
army, he had left the service, after attaining the rank of 
major, and had first emigrated to Virginia, from which 
State or Province, as it was then called — ^not succeeding, after 
residing there ten or twelve years, in acquiring that fortune, 
the prospect of which had lured him from England — he 
removed to one of the more advanced settlements, founded 
by a race with whom all his traditionaiy sympathies were 
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aft variance. There Major Brewerton, no longer a young 
man, had married a clergyman's daughter— one of those 
sensitiTe, refined, and inefficient persons, so often found in 
the hy-ways of the Tforld ; and of this union, Adrian was 
the only fruit 

By the time when the war of Independence commenced, 
Major Brewerton had so &r prospered in his worldly afi^irs, 
as to be in possession of a landed property which afforded 
him a reasonable competence. But, as was to be expected, 
all his feelings and prejudices were with the loyalists ; and, 
aKhaagh he took no active part in the struggle, he deter- 
mined at once to emigrate, on the first indication of the 
probable success of the revolution. This time he directed 
his course to Nova Scotia, but returned some years after 
the peace, to resume the possession of his property, secured 
to him by the provisions of the treaty of 1794. The 
little Adrian, fix)m hi^ childhood, gave evidences of a pe- 
culiar organization, physical and moral. His beauty, which 
was remarkable, was, to the unobserving eye, of too femi- 
nine a cast; and yet, when examined more closely, it 
seemed to grow up^n you with a power you could not 
resist. You became aware of a strange earnestness in Ins 
blue eye, which at times gave, even to his features as a 
child, an expression of thoughtfulness and concentration, 
indicating unusual latent vigor. He was strong in body, 
though apparently delicately formed, and beneath a timid 
manner, had a world of resolution and endurance. He was 
not a merry child ; and yet he was subject, at rare intervals, 
to fits of what we may be allowed to call a morbid mirth, 
as grotesque as it was painful Taking no pleasure in the 
society of children, he would sit hour after hour upon the 
stairs of his other's house, playing with a &vorite spaniel. 
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and oilen singing himself to sleep. Indeed, his ear for 
music was remarkable. Every air that he heard im- 
pressed itself indelibly upon his memory, and his discrimi- 
nation of sounds, and nicety of taste, were as delicate as 
his ear was retentive. This gift — which often, as in his case, 
displays itself very early — was in after years united to a 
kindred talent : the power of acquiring languages. It was, 
in fact, with him, probably but a double manifestation of one 
gift, the subtlest perception of harmony ; and yet all sounds 
of music, whether cheerful or sad, martial or religious, pro- 
duced the same sort of melancholy undertone in his mind — 
an echo, as it were, of deep and solenm feelings in his 
heart — ^not exactly a perpetual gloom ; for, as we have said, 
he was sometimes strangely gay ; but yet there seemed for 
him an ever-present shadowy background, even to the sun- 
niest landscape. 

At a very early period, another very strange propensity 
seemed to develope itself, though perhaps in this point his 
character was influenced by the circumstances of his situa- 
tion as an only child, living with persons much older than 
himself. A boy of but six summers, ke already dwelt more 
in the past, than in the present or the future. Separated 
from other children, those faculties were turned inwardly 
upon himself, which at his age are usually occupied vnth 
the outer world. Not alone his own past, but the past of 
the land in which he Uved seemed to engross him entirely ; 
and fancy aided to give reality — ^identity, as it were — to all 
that he heard. The tales of witchcraft and sorcery of a 
preceding generation — often narrated, and not seldom be- 
lieved by the narrators themselves — and the whole tradi- 
tionary store of child-wonders, had been so worked into his 
eveiy-day feelings, that the recollection of them had become, 
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as it were, an experience of his own. That igni&-&tuus of 
the mind, which has awed so many men of sensitive tem- 
perament, who rather cling to it as a sacred mystery of 
their own individuality, than treat it as a moral phenomenon 
of veiy general occurrence — ^that sudden consciousness of a 
previous existence, which, on occasions perhaps the most 
trivial, flashes across us as if we were rehearsing a familiar 
scene, and then, as we endeavor to apply to the impression 
the test of memory, &des away altogether, was so constantly 
present to this chUd, that the greater part of his existence, 
if not a fiction, was at least a dream. 

Adrian's physical conformation was, as we have stated, 
delicate and jvM^ to make use of a Spanish expression. But 
he was in reality strong, and had no particular tendency to 
disease. Nevertheless, there was a propensity to inactivity 
about him, which made people often think him more deli- 
cate than he really was. It might be that his mind was 
too constantly busy to allow his bodily powers due exercise ; 
but often he would sit for hours by an open vnndow, with Ins 
chestnut curls floating in the breeze, and his eyes, apparent- 
ly, gazing upon vacancy, until some sudden noise startled 
him from a golden revery. And yet, when thoroughly 
aroused, he was capable of the most active and sustained 
exertion. When the motive was withdrawn, however, he 
vould again relapse, without any gradual transition, into a 
perfectly passive and, as it were, indolent state. In him it 
8eemed equally difficult to overcome the inertia of rest or 
of motion. 

Adrian's first great sorrow — and it came upon him 
early — ^was his mother's death. She had hngered long un- 
der a slow chronic disease — now at ease, now suffering ter- 
ribly ; but she only kept her bed about four weeks. Dur- 
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iDg that tiine, the little Adrian was the constant companion 
of her sick-chamber. Day after day would he sit in his 
small chair by her bedside, watching as she slept, with more 
than childish thoughtfulness, the spasms of pain that passed 
over her pale countenance, even sweeter in its suflfering than 
in its bloom — watching with hushed breath, and no tear in 
his eye, but overwhelmed by a prophetic instinct of some 
great impending evil 

At such moments,' strange, wild fiancies would possess 
his bram. Spirit whispers would be audible to his imagina- 
tion ; phantom forms would float before his watching- 
wearied eyes ; and his isolation torn the material world would 
seem more complete than it ever can appear to the grown 
man. Every office of attention and duty he performed 
quickly and tenderly ; but the words of affection he never 
spoke. He could not be persuaded to leave the room ; and 
yet it is probable that it cost him a great effort to conceal 
the motives of his desire to remain ; loving his poor mother 
with all the intensity of his nature, and yet self-compelled, 
by some strange shyness, to hide his love for her in his own 
heart Every source of emotion in him seemed, as it were, 
stopped and driven backwards by obstacles in its course, so 
that the mazy current, which flowed on the exterior, gave 
no fair indication of the depth and force of the restrained 
waters. 

At length, his mother died ; but even at that last mo- 
ment Adrian was tearless. Indeed, so cold and strange did 
he seem, that his demeanor was a subject of remark to the 
neighbors. As the funeral procession slowly moved from 
the door, and Adrian accompanied it, walking hand in 
hand with his father to the grave, a convulsed smile passed 
over his lips, which the by-standers variously attributed to 
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insensibility or madness. NevertJieless, he felt the keenest 
agony under this strange mask. His grief was too intense 
for tears or consolation ; and even towards his father, he was 
moved, by a power beyond his own control, to hide the 
intensity of his emotions. 

For many days afterwards, Adrian wandered about the 
house and neighborhood, either meditating in silence, or 
singing an old song, which seemed to haunt him, and was 
associated with the earliest recollections of his lost parent, — 
speaking to no one — rarely repljdng to any questions — seek- 
ing no sympathy. But when night came, and sleep had 
removed those obstacles which dammed up, as it were, the 
current of his grief, he would, in his dreams, give unre- 
strained utterance to all that was in his he^rt ; and his sob- 
bing would often call his father to his bedside to learn there 
the strange secrets of that young, shy, sensitive spirit. Not 
only for weeks, but for months, did this occur nightly. 
Gradually these paroxysms lessened in frequency ; but for 
years afterwards, one particular dream would return at 
intervals ; and he would fancy that his mqther, aft;er having 
been long supposed dead, had come back suddenly from 
a journey, while some sort of dim and indistinct explana- 
tion of her fancied death, and actual existence, would be 
given in the vague language of dreams. At the same time 
sufiering would show itself in her face, as in days of old, and 
Adrian's joy at her recovery would be mingled with grief 
at her worn and faded aspect — so Hke that which he 
remembered just before she disappeared and was counted 
among the gone. Then gradually would the loved form 
fade away, until a new and more real death came, his an- 
guish for which would be doubled by the illusion of a quickly 
passing hope. Sometimes, in the confusion of such visions, 
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this second death would appear but as a confinnation of ibe 
first — would glide back into it, and resolve itself into a mere 
after-reflection of what had passed. But at other times, it 
was a new, a distinct niisfortune, as vivid as the real be- 
reavement. So precisely did this dream reproduce iiae\£ 
from time to time, that Adrian was occasionally ha^-dis- 
posed to think it, in truth, no dream, but a visit in the 
spuit, from her who might have learned, he thought, in an- 
other state, all the intensity of that aflection which had beeo 
but partially revealed to her on earth. 

Thus passed several years. There were no- schools in 
the immediate neighborhood of Major Brewerton's house ; 
and in his desolation and loneliness, he preferred to keep 
his son with him. He felt himself quite competent to under- 
take Adrian's earher education ; and with a sagacity, wiser 
than the wisdom of these days, he determined not to force 
the boy's already precocious mind. He had what was im- 
usual at the time : a veiy well selected, and tolerably ample 
Ubraiy, comprising not alone books brought with him from 
England, but a great number sent for after the birth of his 
son, with a special view to his instruction. There was not 
a work among them which had not been canonized as a 
cUssic ; and they were so arranged as to be most accessible 
to the boy in the order in which their perusal was hkely to 
be of the greatest service to his developing intelligence. The 
facilities of reading which Adrian enjoyed were not lost upon 
the young lad. The possession of books seemed to open a 
new fountain of enjojonent He read any tiling — every thing 
— read rapidly, aM yet thoroughly. But strange to say, 
of one so acute in perception, and so peculiar in tastes and 
disposition, he manifested no decided preference for any 
particular branch of study. Poetry, the languages, and thQ 
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abstract sciences, equally interested and occupied him. 
He seemed pursued by the mania of imiversal knowledge ; 
and that not at all from an exercise of the will, but from 
a mere necessity — a necessity too, which was not alto- 
gether a source of happiness. Whatever for the moment 
occupied his attention excluded every other subject of 
thought He had not the power, conmion to many, of 
alternately taking up various pursuits, leaving each incom- 
plete, and resuming it easily in its turn. The one subject, 
for the time dominant, was, for the time, every thing to him ; 
and each became the favorite one, as in turn it engrossed 
his thoughts. This tendency, however, speedily began to 
develope a general vacillation of purpose. 

Besides these peculiarities, more special to himself 
Adrian inherited many points of character from both his 
parents. His father had always clung to aristocratical asso- 
ciations, with a tenacity, frequently more fixed and resolute 
in the disappointed than in the fortunate. Although he 
cared little for politics, and had married out of his class, yet 
in a thousand opinions, and a thousand social observances, 
the blood of the Cavalier in his veins never belied its origin. 
We say that he had married out of his class ; but his wife 
had been one — and he could have married no other — 
whose instinctive refinement not only controlled every feel- 
ing and aspiration, but influenced every thought and every 
opinion. StiU she had notions of government and of popu- 
lar rights, very different from those of her husband. They 
were vague, it is true, and not arrived at, we fear, by any 
process of logic ; but they were as much a matter of faith 
to her as her religion — ^perhaps because she had as seldom 
heard them disputed. K there was any subject on which 
she was eager, it was this ; and often, long before her child 
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could fully comprehend half that he heard, she would take 
pains to instil into him, as a sentiment rather than a con- 
viction, her own somewhat crude ideas of political equality. 
It was not suiprising, then, that as he advanced in years, 
surrounded almost entirely hy persons who thought like 
herself and were ready to furnish arguments in support of 
the doctrines which she had inculcated, the sentiment should 
grow into a conviction. 

On the other hand, he received much from his father 
of a very different character, and by a very different 
process. Major Brewerton, from reasons strongly affect- 
ing his son's future welfare, did not attempt to influ- 
ence Adrian's opinions on the subject of government, and 
hberty, and independence ; but the tone of his mind, the 
tone of his character, his habitual thoughts and expres- 
sions, his prejudices, if you will, the frequent allusions which 
he made to aristocratical distinctions, and to the blood and 
station of his family in the mother country, all tended to 
impress his son with high ideas of those social relations 
which had been banished from the land. All this was invol- 
untary on the part of Major Brewerton ; and when he did speak 
plainly and purposely on such subjects to Adrian, he en- 
deavored so to direct his conversation, as to lead the young 
man's mind to regard gentle birth, and noble blood, merely 
as bonds to the honorable performance of every duty, and 
to the avoidance of every thing that was base and wrong. 
Unwittingly,, however, by this course he taught his son to 
estimate highly privileges which could have such results, 
and institutions which had such a tendency. Thus Adrian, 
in all that pertained to social sensitiveness, was like his fa- 
ther, though he showed neither pride, nor pretension, nor 
conceit ; and there was something in the very manner and 
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demeaDor of the boy, that made even the rude treat him 
"with involuntary civility, and feel a superiority which they 
would not acknowledge, but could not deny. 

Adrian's life at home was a happy one ; but there comes 
to every one a period of aspiration for things beyond the 
sphere of early life ; and at his importunity, when about fif- 
teen years of age. Major Brewerton determined to send 
him to one of the principal universities of the country. 
Another year passed in necessaiy preparation for admis- 
sion ; for although his information was great and general, it 
was extremely desultory ; and at the end of that time, the 
old officer parted from his son, with words which often re- 
curred to Adrian in his after life, and had no slight influ- 
ence on his future fate. 

" If I have ever, my dear boy, alluded to the station 
occupied by your femily in my native country, England," 
he said, in concluding the admonitions he thought fit to give 
him, " it has not been with the design of depreciating the 
institutions of the land in which our lot is cast Let the 
remembrance of the blood that is in your veins serve only 
to keep you from low society, to restrain you from any thing 
that is base or dishonorable, and to lead you to every high 
thought and worthy aspiration. A man may be noble, even 
here, Adrian, with a nobility such as kings themselves can- 
not confer, and neither states nor people can take away. 
The blood of a real gentleman must, somehow, have become 
corrupted and debased, if it do not speak out in his acts." 
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CHAPTER in. 

O, it comes o*er mj mcmoiy, 

Ab doth the raven o'er the infected house, 

Boding to all. 

Bhakspbasb. " Othello.'" 

A WORD or two must be said regarding the new scene 
which Adrian Brewerton was just about to enter. College 
life in those days was, in most of its essentials, very hke what 
it now is. Indeed there are no communities more tenacious 
of old fonns, or more steadfast in their resistance to innova- 
tion, than Universities. This is particularly the case with 
those scholastic institutions situated in small places, where 
the studenlrlife and the town-life are as distinct as that of a 
camp in a foreign land, from that of the inhabitants of the 
country. Conservatism is, in fact, the principle of College 
existence ; usages are still observed which have long been 
abandoned in the outer world ; traditions are scnipulously 
followed, and fonns preserved, which are elsewhere confined 
to the church, or the kingly court 

At the same time, let it be remarked that the period 
from which many of our first Universities date, was far 
anterior to the great changes which have rendered the 
United States what they are. Our good ancestors, although 
sturdy foes to tyranny, either of act or speech, only became 
republicans upon the settlement of the government, after in- 
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dependence had been achieved. It is we, their descendants, 
who have invented democracy ; and what may be reserved 
for our children to discover in the same course, heaven only 
knows. The worthy Puritans, although they hated Bangs, 
Popes, and Prelates, did not altogether despise social dis- 
tinctions ; and we are not very sure that it was not the 
niggardly hand with which this soothing unction was be- 
stowed, that produced one of the rancorous galls which first 
set the colonial horses kicking. Before they had broken the 
traces, however, many of the Universities of which we speak 
had been established ; and the recognized grades in society 
at the time found due representation in the institutions. The 
student at college took precedence according to the station 
of his father, and degradation fix>m this precedence was the 
severest penalty, short of expulsion, known to the laws of 
the University. The prescribed etiquette to be observed by 
inferiors towards superiors, by students to President, Pro- 
fessors, and Tutors, and by juniors towards seniors, was 
established with a precision that might have puzzled an 
Austrian chamberlain. Thus, in what may be called the 
very outset of active Hfe, Adrian Brewerton was surround- 
ed by all those associations and circumstances which were 
calculated to foster in his mind whatever aristocratical pre- 
judices he had received from his father, while the world 
around him displayed to the opening eyes of his intellect, 
the rapid progress, and the stem assertion of those social 
principles which had been as a faith to his mother. 

With regard to none of those under whose immediate 
rule and tuition he was placed, is it needful to say any thing, 
except perhaps the reverend and learned head of the Uni- 
versity of that time. He was one of those individuals who 
conceal under a cast-iron exterior, the gentlest of natures. 
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and the kindest of hearts. To use the expression of a clever 
Frenchman, he looked as if he had been " taille en bois, et 
coule en bronze ;" but he was, in reality, composed of the 
softest materials of humanity. To him, and to several of 
the Professors, Adrian brought particular letters of introduc- 
tion ; but to say tmth, such passports were veiy ineffectual 
in a New England College of that day, except in obtaining 
for the bearer any little acts of kindness or courtesy that 
could be shown irrespective of the routine of scholastic life. 
So circumstanced, the first two years of Adrian's studies 
glided quietly by, chequered only by the various little hopes 
and disapix)intments, which, when looking back through the 
vista of years, appear so trifling, but which are often felt 
at tlie time, as matters of ovei-whelming magnitude. The 
eagerness which he had displayed as a boy in the pursuit, 
not only of each, but of every object of knowledge placed 
vnthin his reach, now developed itself in a sort of grasping 
ambition to attain excellence in all thing's. In scholai*ship, 
in dexterity, in bodily activity, in popularity with his fellow- 
students, he was eager to excel — but to excel without the 
appearance of eflfort It is a common vanity, not unfre- 
quently the companion of talent, or even of genius ; but it 
soon meets its natural check in the world. Adrian's old fit- 
fulness — feverishness, we might almost call it — still clung to 
him ; and he was taught that it was not by desultoiy eftbits, 
irregularly, though energetically made, that he could obtain 
greatness or eminence. He was disappointed at his own 
progress. He found — as all othera ha\'e found, in the same 
circumstances — when he, for the first time, came to measure 
his powers with those of othei-s, that he had overrated the 
facility of victory ; or perhaps — as is sometimes, if not so 
commonly the case — disheartened with unexpected difficul- 
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ties, he now overrated the performances of others, and 
underrated his own. 

The effect was salutary, however. It gave better, and 
more persevering direction to his energies, though it di- 
minished his hopes and depressed his spirits for the time. 
Nor was it until a prize, for which all the students were 
compelled to contend, and which he had no expectation of 
obtaining — although he had labored night and day to win 
it, with the utmost determination — ^was adjudged to him, 
that he began to regain his self-confidence. For twelve 
months after * this, he continued at the head of his class ; 
but at the expiration of that time, his powers began to falter. 
In truth his health was givng way under too constant 
and assiduous application. The nervous impressibility of 
organization which had so strangely characterized his boy- 
hood, rendered doubly acute by unintermitting mental 
eflbrts, became a source of exquisite suffering, although his 
will strengthened with his years. A sort of visionary moodi- 
ness seized upon him ; and he fell into the same sort of 
dreamy state in which he had existed for some years after 
his mother's death. As he sat, of an evening, in the old, 
unpainted, brick college — even then to native eyes a venera- 
ble specimen of architecture — with the cold, New England 
moon shining in at the window, phantoms would rise before 
him — thought-phantoms, we may call them ; for they had 
no reality for him, and he knew they were thin air, even 
when he almost saw them visibly with the corporeal eye. At 
other times, a different class of waking dreams would come, 
mingling the past and future and blending memory and ima- 
gination, as he wandered at night, after even student revelry 
was hushed, among the mighty elms that still, under a 
wintry sky, seem like the ghosts of a giant race departed 
2* 
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from the land. A footstep — any unusual sound — would 
startle him, and make his heart beat strangely. But his 
will never filtered, and it was powerful, even over the body. 
He never lost his moral control, when even a moment 
was allowed him for thought Though keenly alive to all 
impressions arising from the idea of death, it was no fear of 
danger which made him start at every sudden sound. He 
would have faced a battery, or led a forlorn hope without 
the quivering of a muscle ; and it seemed that any painful 
motive only enabled him to concentrate his energies more 
powerfully and rapidly. 

Amongst the young men of the college, Adrian had, of 
course, innumerable acquaintances, the even tenor of whose 
lives, very little diflferent from his own, rendered but more 
conspicuous the broad distinction between their dull sensa- 
tions, and his more acute and irritable feelings. Of intimate 
friends, he had very few — perhaps we might say but one — 
but that friend was, as is so often the case, the very opposite 
of himself in every respect How he came to select him 
tor his companion, was a marvel to many who saw them 
together, and who did not know that there was a dis- 
tant relationship between them. But in truth, it must be 
allowed, that relationship had very little to do with their 
intimacy. Nay, more, we have said that he selected him ; 
but we imagine that there was very little choice exercised 
on Adrian's part He never went in quest of sympathy, or 
sought out a congenial mind ; but in his peculiar reserve, 
he seemed only to warm to those who first warmed to him. 
This was another of his weaknesses ; but we have never 
pretended that he was in any way perfect, and in this in- 
stance he was influenced, probably, by the same sensitive 
shyness which was one of his most marked peculiarities. 
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This friend, named Rc^r Ashmore, was the son of a 
wealthy South Carolina lady ; and it was not till he and 
Adrian Brewerton had been in the same class for several 
months together, that they discovered that Roger's mother 
was a second or third cousin of Major Brewerton, and that 
her &ther had many years before emigrated from that 
country, which, naturally enough, occupies so much of the 
thoughts of the American people, though — not at all natur- 
ally — they are unwilling to admit the fact. Roger was a 
merry, dashing young man, fonder of a frolic than a book ; 
high-spirited, warm-hearted, generous to a fault; but 
thoughtless, impetuous, and not very rigid in principle, 
often wounding without intention, and sometimes injuring 
where strong passion was to be gratified, without a thought 
of all the evils that he might bring upon others. Small in 
stature, and, to use the only term sufficiently expressive, un- 
commonly neat in person, he was a little vain of his personal 
appearance, and not a little carefril to display it to the best 
advantage. Yet he had his peculiarities of taste, which 
strongly affected his dress. His habitual costume was ^ 
complete suit of white broadcloth — ever without a speck — 
the materials for which had been imported from England, for 
his especial use, and though many wondered at this piece of 
foppery, no one ventured to ridicule it j for Roger Ashmore 
was somewhat fiery in his nature, and his anger was occ^ 
sionally dangerous. 

We need not dwell much fertber upon the course of 
two young men at College, nor put upon record, the sayings 
and doings of lads of eighteen or nineteen years of age, who 
had hardly commenced that active Hfe which formed the 
first chapter of either in the world's history. We will there- 
fore turn to an incident which peculiarly affected the course 
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of Adrian Brewerton, merely premising that though com- 
panions and friends, as we have said, there were not a few 
of Roger Ashmore's pursuits in which, from many motives, 
and some principles, Adrian took no part 

It was an afternoon, in the latter part of March. Small 
patches of snow stiU whitened here and there the bold 
summits of the surrounding hills. A warm, ujid-day sun 
had softened the frozen ruts in the unpaved streets, and re- 
lieved the branches of the trees of a long accumulated mass 
of ice and sleet. A few pioneer birds had ventured north- 
ward upon the high south-wind, lured to colder regions by 
the deceitful promise of returning spring. 

These days, so common to the climate of the northern 
parts of America, come from time to time, in the youth of 
every year, like the gleams of hope to a sanguine mind 
struggling against the early ills of life, as bright and cheer- 
ing as if the heavy winter were over, though they are but 
too fi*equently succeeded by a season of greater rigor than 
has gone before. 

Talk of the beauties of the spring to the inhabitants of 
the eastern world. Here we hardly know it, except by 
these oases of sunshine — ^faJse harbingere of a summer, still 
fer behind, which comes in its July intensity without any 
gentle transition or preparation. It is upon the autumn 
that all the loveliness of the year is lavished in New Eng- 
land. The balmy air, the changing leaf, the brilliant sky, 
all come then, giving a charm to the aged and declining 
year unknown to its stormy and struggling boyhood. 

It was a Wednesday — then, as now, a half holiday to 
the students. The frugal commons dinner at one o'clock 
was just over ; and Adrian was alone in his melancholy 
room, on the foui-th story of the ancient hall. The creak 



THE CLOUDS OF THJS MIND. 37 

of a boot on the crazy staircase was succeeded by a rap at 
his door ; and the moment after, without waiting for an 
answer, Roger Ashmore entered. 

" What a nuisance new boots are, to be sure," was the 
young visitor's first exclamation ; '^ these make as much 
noise as if my prime object were to disturb some professor's 
evening doze. Upon the plantation I have a negro whose 
peculiar function is, to break in my new boots, and an 
uncommon privilege he considers it, too. Here it might 
be difficult to find such a living, deputy boot-tree." 

Adrian smiled at the oddness of the conceit, not feeling 
quite certain that the main object of his companion might 
not be to call attention, both to a most perfectly adjusted 
piece of calf-skin, and to a remarkably small foot, the 
possession of which was as coquettishly prized by Roger, as 
it could have been by the daintiest lady. He perceived, 
however, that Roger Ashmore this day was not clad in his 
customary white costume; but had on a rough sort of 
shooting jacket, and glazed hat, as if bound upon some 
unusual adventure. 

" Well, Roger," said Adrian, as soon as the other had 
thrown, or rather dropped himself into one of those 
wooden-backed and wooden-seated chairs, which were 
veritable stools of repentance in those days, "pray what 
project have you on foot this afternoon. I see you ai'e 
dressed out for an excursion." 

" I have engaged a boat for a sail in the bay," replied 
Roger ; " the weather is charming ; there is just breeze 
enough ; old John, the French deserter, has every thing 
in readiness, and you must positively go along with me, 
instead of moping here, like a sentimental owl." 

** No, no, Roger," replied Adrian, with a grave laugh — 
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if sucli a thing be possible, or whether it be possible or not — 
I have but little faith in your boat ; still less in the weather ; 
and least of all in your seamanship. Dull as my own com- 
panionship is to myself I prefer enduring it to joining you in 
any fool-hardy freaks. Do be persuaded, Roger ; send word 
to old John, that you will not want his boat to-day ; and we 
will find some other means of passing the afternoon pleasantly." 

To say the truth, the eagerness of Adrian Brewerton to 
persuade his light-spirited companion to remain at home, 
proceeded, in some degree, from a doubt as to the objects 
and probable ends of his now frequent expeditions. He 
knew, too, that Roger was rash in all his pursuits ; and there 
was something sad and foreboding in the fitful sobbing of 
the wind, which depressed the overwrought mind of the young 
student, and indisposed him for those active pleasures which, 
in his brighter hours, he might have sought as eagerly as 
even his friend. 

" Pooh, nonsense, nonsense !" cried Roger ; " come along 
with me, hermit, and I will give you a glimpse of the loveliest 
fSsice you ever saw in your days — only one glimpse, however, 
remember ; for as yet I have only had one glimpse myself — 
though I intend to have many more. But that glimpse 
will be worth a fortnight's sunshine to you, Adrian, — come 
along, come along !" 

The inducement was not only lost upon Adrian, but led 
him to press his companion still more earnestly to remain at the 
College. But Roger Ashmore was not to be dissuaded from 
his purposes. He had set his heart upon going, and go he 
would. After having exhausted all his eloquence in vain 
upon Adrian, to persuade him to be one of the party, he 
ventured a parting jest at his friend's dulness, and dashed 
down the well-worn, and time-shaken stairs, which creaked 
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and groaned under his light weight, as if a whole regiment 
had been desscending at full chaise. 

His friend watched him as long as his eye could follow, 
while he hurried across the CoUege green, and down a 
street which passed between the opposite houses. Having 
been disturbed at the commencement in his hours of study, 
another train of thoughts had got possession of Adrian's mind: 
he could not shake them off; and taking his hat, he prepared 
for a long ramble beyond the limits of the town. He felt 
very gloomy, and for a moment he almost reproached 
himself for having suffered Eoger to go alone. '^ I might 
have checked him in any foUy," he said to himself, ^* or 
assisted him in any danger." 

As soon as he was outside the building, however, he 
found every thing so bright and fidr, that shadowy appre- 
hensions seemed to vanish in the warm sunshine, though 
still an under tone of solemn thought, like a deep bass to 
a sparkling treble, mingled, not inharmoniously, with the 
lighter and gayer feelings produced by the aspect of the 
scene around. 

Some three miles from the town, stands an old moun- 
tain, famous in legendary annals of the Indian times. It is 
the last link of an extensive chain, which terminates here 
abruptly within sight of the ocean — the mighty earth-wave, 
halting, as it were, suddenly, as if the grandest development 
of the one element had been awed by the majesty of the 
other. Thither Adrian bent his steps, and climbed upwards 
by an ascent, which lying, for some distance, over the 
slippery sur^e of the worn granite, was both painful and 
difficult There was no particular road ; but about half-way 
up was a flat surface {plateau, the French would call it) of 
considerable extent^ cleared by flre of all vegetation, except 
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an occasional stunted cedar on the outskirts, growing up 
flrom between the crevices of the rock. To the left, as you 
ascended, were the remains of an Indian camp, occupied 
from time to time by a tribe long banished from the spot by 
the advance of civilized man, but who still made an annual 
pilgrimage to their ancient hunting-^ound. The site of this 
camp dominated the whole surrounding country, and over- 
looked the sea for a considerable distance beyond a light- 
house which stood upon a sandy shoal at the entrance of 
the bay. Here Adrian paused for a while, surveying the 
scene around him. Below, to the right, stretched forth a 
broad plain, encircled by hills on two sides, and extending 
seaward on a third in a long stretch of salt marsh, upon 
which the rank grass waved in luxuriant contrast to the 
bare and sombre surface of the surrounding country. 
Along the base of the mountain, flowed a rapid stream — 
virgin in those days of dams and factories — a. narrow chan- 
nel in which, only, was as yet free from ice, the sides being 
still frozen and motionless. The current looked green and 
deep, as it tumbled onwards in its mad haste, overflowing, 
from time to time, with an even surge, the smooth plates 
of ice still adhering to the banks. 

Adrian let his eye run along its course, tracking it 
with a curious sort of interest as it wended onward 
towards the bay. Then taking a small telescope from his 
pocket, he turned his view seaward. As far as his eye 
could reach, extended the ocean, until the waves met the 
horizon. The whole expanse of the sea, stirred by the wind, 
was sparkling under the bright sun, as if lightning were 
playing over its surface. Far out, hardly visible to the 
naked eye, two or three schooner-rigged Eastern traders 
were beating down for some Southern port The bay itself 
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was almost dear of sails ; but a single vessel of five or six 
tons, with all that grace and neatness of form and rig, so 
characteristic of the small craft of the American waters, 
was standing out under full canvas. Adrian, still gazing 
through his telescope, fancied that he could perceive and 
recognize a light and graceful form at the helm. 

Every object that he beheld was strongly suggestive to 
his imaginative mind, and the sight of that boat, and 
the real or fancied recognition of his friend, plunged him 
into a deep and somewliat strange reverie. ^ Here, starting 
from the same point, brought up in the same school, going 
forth vrith the same companions, how different may be — 
must be, his path and mine,^ thought the young man. 
^^ How different already ! I take the mountain : he the sea. 
Whither will each path lead? To the same bourne, at 
last" 

He went on long in the same train of meditation, still 
watching the httle boat as it cut its way through the spark- 
ling waves, until four strokes on the bell of the distant town- 
clock warned him that it was time to make his way home- 
ward. 

In about another hour he was again seated near his 
window in the old building, awaiting the summons to 
evening prayer. An hour more passed, and then the crack- 
ed voice of the college beU — the victim of many a gun- 
powder plot, in its crazy old tower — began its rattling 
appeal. For five minutes, leaping in a sort of measureless 
canter, it dinned its call upon the ears ; and then, after five 
minutes silence, for five minutes more, it tolled as solemnly 
as its paralytic efforts would permit 

Responsive to the call, the long file of gloomily dressed 
students wended their way to the open chapel, with a gravi- 
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ty in most of their feces characteristic of the people, and of 
the times. Occasionally a jacket and light trowsera relieved 
the monotony of the almost stereotyped uniform of black. 
The faces of the greater number were ftill of character and 
meaning — not very cheerful, it must be confessed ; but in- 
dicative of resolution and of thought Here walked, side 
by side, the youth just emancipated from the nursery, and 
the matured man, who, feeling a call to labor among the 
heathen, had left the plough for theology, at a time of life 
when most people's stock of divinity is required for their 
own occasions upon the edge of the grave. Here were the 
dark-eyed, delicate-featured child of the Maryland Catholic, 
and the heavy browed, stem-looking descendant of the 
Massachusetts puritan : here, the gay, and pushing New- 
Yorker, not without his own peculiar share of cuteness, and 
the steady-going, persevering, self-denying lad of Connecti- 
cut And yet there was a bond of sympathy which united 
all these incongruous natures — the bond of common interests, 
and common pursuits. 

The last vibration of the bell had died away upon the 
ear ; the shuffling of feet, hurrying up the uncarpeted aisles, 
had ceased ; and all were quietly seated in the unpainted, 
and uncushioned slips, into which the chapel was divided. 
Slowly, the venerable president ascended the pulpit; the 
only ornament on which was a scarlet cushion for the word 
of God to rest upon. He went through the customary 
prayers, and thank-offerings, with a grave and steady voice ; 
but as the congregation was about to separate, the president 
demanded a moment's attention. 

Many smiled, thinking they were about to hear an ad- 
monition in regard to some breach of established discipline. 
But their smiles were frozen upon their feces, when, in felte^ 
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iog Ume&j and simple language, and his hard features quiver- 
ing with emotion, the stem-looking, soft-hearted old man 
announced that their young companion, Eoger Ashmore 
had, that evening, been drowned in the bay, and that his 
body had not be^n rendered up by the sea I 

For a moment a deep low murmur, like a groan, swell- 
ed through the room ; and then each rushed to the door, 
without order, and without respect for precedence. One 
strong, painful, sorrowful feeling swallowed up all others, and 
overcame even habit — often more powerful than nature her- 
self. Once outside of the chapel, an informal meeting was 
immediately held, and it was determined that all the students 
should proceed, in a body, to the shore, as nearly opposite 
to the spot where the accident had occurred as could be 
ascertained. With that spirit of rapid organization, which 
seems inherent in the American people, the whole proceed- 
ings were very speedily arranged, and it was even resolved 
by the young men, to drag with them an old field-piece, 
which had long rested in peaceful inactivity upon the town 
square, for the purpose of firing over the water, in the hope, 
according to a very prevalent opinion, of bringing the corpse 
to the surface by that means. 

One only stood aloof from this conference ; and he the 
one who was most deeply interested. Adrian took no part 
in the general movement, but acted for himself. The shock 
of the first announcement seemed almost to have stunned 
him ; but the re-action nerved him again to instant exeition. 
Exertion, indeed, might be vain, and the bringing of a 
lifeless body from the waves to the shore, might seem to the 
cold eye of reason, no object worthy of any very rapid 
eflbrt ; but he was not one to aigue such questions with 
himself in such an hour. After pausing for a few moments, 
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as if stupified, he rushed to the only place in the town where 
a carriage was to be procured, and ordered the horses to be 
put to, instantly. There was but little time lost ; for as he 
sprang into the carriage and drove ofl^ the procession of the 
students was just forming for their gloomy pilgrimage. The 
driver seemed to comprehend, and sympathize with his 
motives, and the horses flew on with him towards the sea. 
Then was the time for bitter reveries. His brain seemed to 
whirl with the intensity of thought One dark picture, 
always the same in substance, but varying in form, as with 
the changes of a kaleidoscope, shut out all the rest of the 
Universe. His friend was lost — lost in an expedition which 
he had refused to share — lost, when he, perhaps, might have 
saved him ! 

Onward the horses went, as fast as they could go, now 
keeping the road, now diverging upon the sandy beach, as 
they followed the southern side of the bay. But Adrian's 
impatience flew in advance of them ; and it was only when 
at last they drew up at the mouth of a small creek, near 
which the accident was rumored to have occurred, and the 
young man sprang out upon the shingle, that he felt how 
impotent was that impatience, and regi'etted that he had not 
remained with his companions. 

For a weary hour, he wandered about upon the shore, 
before the great body of the students came up. There was 
no human being near, no house in sight, save a few fisher- 
man's huts, dimly seen on the other shore of the bay, and 
one building amongst them of a somewhat more pretentious 
character. 

In vain Adrian stretched Ms eyes over the deep, rolling 
expanse of waters. Occasionally, indeed, a dai'ker shadow 
on the side of one wave would seem to his excited imagina- 
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tioD, a floatmg body ; but the next instant the billow rolled 
away, and the fency was dispelled. He felt at that moment, 
perhaps, the agony of eagerness to do something without the 
power of doing aught, more strongly than it is ever felt — 
except in sleep. 

At length the procession, of which a faint glimpse had 
been caught fix>m time to time, as it painfully followed the 
windings of the shore, ai-rived at the spot where he stood. 
The young men had dragged the cannon, which was mount- 
ed upon wooden wheels, the entire distance by their own 
exertions, all working in turns by relays. Little was said 
after their arrival. The gun was charged and fired : the 
echo died away in the distant hiUs, and the smoke, looking 
like a blueish, white mist upon the dark surface of the 
waters, was wafted away by the wind. But nothing follow- 
ed. As fer as they could see, in the darkness, the body did 
not rise. Nevertheless, they persevered; thinking that, 
perhaps, it might float at length, and be drifted to the shore. 
Again, and again, was the gun fired, each time with as 
little apparent effect as at first. 

It was not until mid-night, that any thing like a consul- 
tation was held ; and then, not yet convinced of the fruit- 
lessness of their efforts, it waft determined that the firing 
should be continued at intervals, while the whole party 
watched throughout the rest of the night The young men 
decided, too, that if nothing were found by day-break, some 
of their number should be despatched to the town for pro- 
vi^ons, while the rest crossed over to the other side of the 
bay to search the shore in that direction. 

So passed that sad, and s<flemn night, with nothing to 
be heard but the monotonous washing of the waves, the 
whistling of the wind, and the heavy booming of the can- 
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non. All, too, was dark, and objectless across the waters, 
except when, at regular intervals, the revolving light at the 
mouth of the harbor, threw its glare upon the waves, or the 
flash of the gun illuminated, for an instant, the long, low 
line of coast, that stretched out on the opposite side of the 
bay. 

At length the morning dawned ; but the body of Roger 
Ashmore was not to be seen ; and haggard were the count- 
enances, and sad the looks, which the early sun-shine made 
visible, as the student-band again took up its line of marcL 
Few words were spoken ; but there was determination, as 
well as sadness, in every face. 

Fatigue, however, is a strange tamer of strong hearts ; 
and, when, after nearly four hours of painful journeying, the 
opposite shore was reached, many threw themselves upon 
the sand of the beach, utterly exhausted, to obtain a few 
hours sleep. Shortly after noon, when some refreshments had 
arrived and had been paitaken of, the search and the firing 
of the gun were resumed. Nothing, however, resulted ; the 
corpse was not found. The students kept no longer any 
regular order, and as evening approached, discouraged and 
worn out in body and in mind, they dropped away, in 
bands of two or three at a time, leaving the old cannon 
imbedded nearly up to the nave of the wheels in the loose 
sand of the sea shore. At length, when the sun was setting, 
only one of all the number remained behind. 



**. 
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CHAPTER TV. 

She gazed npon a world she scarcely knew, 

As seeking not to know it ; silent, lone 
As grows a flower, thns qnietly she grew. 

And kept her heart serene within its zone. 
There was awe in the homage which she drew, 

The spirit seemed as seated on a throne 
Apart Arom the sorronnding world, and strong 

In its own strength — ^most strange in one so young: 

Bybok. " I>on JuanJ" 

Adrian stood upon the low sandy beach, and watched the 
slow heaving of the ocean. It was a dark and solemn 
scene around him — grand from its very vast monotony. 
To the eye of the beholder, the rise of the sandy banks, 
which formed the bay, was hardly perceptible — so slight, 
indeed, that it might very well have passed, in the gray 
twilight, for a somewhat higher roll of the ocean, as the bil- 
lows flowed heavily in upon the coast. The opposite side of 
the bay could not be distinguished at all from the sea, except 
by a rippling Hue of white, probably caused by the curl of 
the wave dashing upon the shore. Between, lay the 
wide expanse of water, in long lines marked out by differ- 
ent depths of shadow, with here and there a gleam of 
brighter light finding its way through the clouds above, 
and felling on the surface of tfie troublous ocean ; for the 
wind, as it hurried on, with a long, quiet, equable, rush- 
ing sound, seemed to drive the vapors above into the 
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same wide billows, as those into which it forced the sea 
below. 

A few shells, some thin and scattered blades of grass, a 
boat here and there drawn up upon the sand, and the top 
of a fisherman's cottage, rising up from beyond the first 
row of sand hills, were the only other objects present ; while 
the setting sun, now nearly, if not actually below the hori- 
zon, tinted the edges of the dark sweeping clouds with a 
heavy red, mingling with the gray, and making the aspect 
of the heavens, not more, but rather less gay than that of 
the sea and land below. Here and there, occasionally, it 
seemed as if an eye were opened in the clouds ; and a 
bright beam would pour forth, down upon the glassy waves 
below, and gild them with a momentary splendor. Nothing 
else was to be seen — nothing gave the prospect any va- 
riety, or any cheerfftlness, except the contrasts of coloring 
— green, and red, and yellow, and deep blue — ^produced 
idone by the light and shade of the hour. 

That evening coloring is always solemn, associating itself 
naturally with " the death of each day's life ;" but, in this in- 
stance, the association was more solemn, more gloomy still. 
Another hfe was extinguished than that of day — a life for 
which there was no earthly resurrection. For him who was 
gone, no rosy mom would break : in his brightness and his 
strength he had gone down, after a brief course, never to 
rise again upon the eyes which had beheld him. There 
had been clouds and sliadows ; but there had been much 
splendor also : there had been genial warmth, though 
sometimes too fierce a heat ; and all that was remembered 
by Adrian at that moment '^bs the good and the admirable, 
while every flaw and fault were forgotten. But, minghng with 
the sorrowful memories and deep regrets in his meditative 
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and susceptible mind, were other feelings and thoughts, 
strange, new, and awful. When he thought of the gay 
and brilliant being, full of animal life and daring courage, 
and ceaseless activity, who had perished in those dark 
melancholy waters — when he pictured Inm in memory, as 
he had appeared when they last met, with the flush of 
health upon his face, and reckless daring in his aspect, and 
the fire of what seemed unextinguishable hfe in his eyes, 
and thought that he lay there beneath those solemn waves, 
silent, and cold, and still — a fair shaped mass of clay — ^hur- 
rying to corruption — he asked himself, where had passed 
that ethereal essence which had been the lamp of the tem- 
ple, and given living light to tlie whole ? — what had be- 
come of the keen eager intellect ? — whjther liad gone the 
bold, reckless spirit, with all its faults and all its excel- 
lences? — where had fled the bright soul with its warm- 
hearted sympathies, its thrilling emotions, its lightness, its 
caprices, its varieties ? Wiis it overwhelmed beneath those 
long shadowy billows, or had it burst foith with the last 
gurgling breath to find a purer and a higher dwelling than 
the earth ? 

Religion, Faith, Hope said yea I But there is something 
terribly mortal in death to the young mind. It is the body 
— the mere frail, mortal body, with which our nearest and 
closest communion is held. We know, and see, and feel, 
and touch the outward form — we only divine the spirit. 
When the body lies in the dust, there our communion 
ends ; for the long lapse of human Hfe at least. Certainty 
is exhausted. Mystery and darkness lie beyond; and 
though the lamp of Faith may be bright, and sufficient to 
lead us safely on our own narrow path, its rays, in the mists 
and shadows of the unseen world, have but a narrow sphere, 
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and are insufficient to light distinctly tbe objects before rx 
around us. In the impenetrnblo gloom, mighty phantasmB 
iDay flit across, and angel forms obtain a momentary ra- 
diance, but dim, dim, and faint, is tbe outline of all wo 
descry, and wo can but claip oar hands and cry, " I come 
on the appointed road, oh Father of all Spirits ! Be thou 
my staff and my guide in this valley of the shadow of 
death !" 

Heetood and meditated on such awfiil themes with a sad 
heart and a troubled spirit, till tlie rosiest streaks taded away 
bom the douds above, and the last gleam departed &om 
the bosom of the waten. A light mist sprai^ up, and 
hung along the edges of the bay, while a long train of 
ducka took their Sa^t wotwaid, Qieir ^vipga okmgifig over 
his head wIHl a melancholy sound. It Etatiled hint.frcn^ 
his reverie ; and looking once more iipctt the ' watera, ife 
said, "No, no I I will not leave you, eo long a£.he.ljea " 
beneath ;" and turning round, he walked slowly over Qie< 
sand hills, along a tratk, cut by some cart wheels, and ftutf 
rowed also by the koeU of several boats, which, iKW^ 
occasionally pushed down it from the lugher frnam^itf 
the sea. It led him straight over the tM lidge to-^tha 
door of the house which he had seen, without remarking, 
trom the other t^de of the bay. It was a small, neat, 
wooden dwelling, [>ninted white, around which two or tinea 
shade trees, as they arc called, had been induced to -grow, 
with great difficulty. They rose up barely todie.eanf 
which were not very high; but at all events they B6rved*jBt 
shelter the windows from llie glare o£ the sun, while' the 
cool breath of th« ocean found its vyiy eaaily throng the 
thin leaves and stripling btanchea. . 

Without oeremony, Adrian knocked at the door, to ank 
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a lod^ng for the night ; and a marvellously Bweetrtoned 
noman's voice answered from within, bidding him enter. 
On going in, he found himself at the door of a little 
room on his right hand, in which he saw, by the taint gleam of 
a small fire, a shadowy figure seated by it knitting. The eyes 
were apparently turned towards him, and probably, more ao- 
customed to the darkness of the room than his own, they 
distinguished easily enough tliat the visitor was a stranger. 

" My father is not in," said the same sweet voice ; 
"but I expect him back from sea eveiy minute, if you 
want him." 

Adrian briefly oxfJained lua object ; ud ihe young 

giri, &r BO his companion appareiitly. was, seemed, at fint^ 

a litUe puzzled. " I moat not take upon me to answer 

t you," Bhe said, after hesitating for a moment " 1 do not 

!- ^ink my lUthcr is a insin to send a traveller away at night- 
^ iML He wili bo back soon — at least, I hope so, for he has 
bfieti longer away tliim usual — since yesterday morning at 
,twQ, o'clock. If you mil wait for him, I don't think you 
y^^^e^ go farther. SOiv, I will light a candle ; for it is grow- 
img- veiy dark, and I am beginning to be a little alarmed ; 
If there hiis been such rough weather, and a poor young man 
■was drowned yBsterclay, Whenever that happens, it makes 
1 tts who stay at liome think sadly of those who are out at 

^ M8." . 

. ^Sbe had orattinned talking, while she quietly lighted a 
OttdEb';' and Adnan vas about to answer ; but the sudden 
IpiBc^lighting np a tux d extraordinaiy beauty, and dis- 
^ pli^ii^ a form pf-'wonderfiil dehcacy and symmetiy, ren- 
dered him dumb for a moment with surprise and admira- 
tion. The youi^ girl before him was probably not mote 
than seventeen or raghteen years of age, not very tail but 
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yet in perfect womanhood. The ffraceful flowing of the 
lines over her whole form, especially when she moved to 
and fro in the little parlor, liad sometliing which might be 
caUed almost luxurious in it Tlie rich rounding of aU the 
hmbs, and yet tlie great delicacy of all their proportions, 
were such as are seldom seen, even in the sheltered hot- 
house plants of the higher or the wealthier circles. The 
small, delicate foot and hand, the tapering fingers, the 
bosom heaving beneath its modest covering, the length from 
the hip to the knee, the smallness of tlie waist, and yet 
the perfect ease, which showed tliat no movement was 
hampered by drees, and no point of symmetr}' produced by 
art, — all seemed to belong to another sphere than the 
SDGiall cottage, and the life of labor. 

The face, too, was in harmony with the whole, exqui- 
sitely chiselled, delicate in complexion, clear as a bright 
summer evening, with the eyes as blue as heaven, the eye- 
lashes long and dark hkc tlie fringes of the night, and the 
eyebrow clearly but gently traced beneath the ivory palace 
of the soul. All the features, to the eyes of Adrian at 
least, seemed perfection — almost too bright and beautiful 
for earth indeed, liad it not been for tlie warm, rosy, some- 
what jwuting lii)ft, and Uie rich gleamy, brown hair, which 
in tlie glossy tangle of its curls seemed to link the angel to 
tlie human nature. 

While all tliis beauty had been pouring in upon ha 
sight, his fair companion had not fsEiiled to examine, wii& 
some care, the intruder upon her solitude. Tliere was noth- 
hig inquisitive or obtrusive in her gaze ; though it could 
not be called exactly shy ; for there was a tranquillity in it 
which shyness does not tolerate. She seemed speedily sat- 
isfied with her guest's appearance however, placed the can- 
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die on the table, took her seat again, and resumed her 
work. She did not speak again for a minute or two ; and 
Adrian, although his mind was full of her and her beauty, 
had time to give a hurried glance round the room, with 
that instinctive feehng which teaches as that the character 
of every one, but more especially a woman, is generally 
more or less displayed by tlie objects with which she habit- 
ually surrounds herself. In the present case all was in good 
keeping. The room was homely enough, the furniture 
plain ; but every thing was scrupulously ne^t, and in one 
comer was a small piano, then an article of considerable 
cost, while a little book-case hung above, bearing on its 
shelves a much more extensive assortment of books than is 
usually to be found in a cottage, even in a land where edu- 
cation is universal, and reading a passion. 

As we have endeavored to show, there was a certain de- 
gree of shyness about Adrian Brewerton — that sort and de- 
gree which is almost always the share of susceptible and ima- 
ginative people. He felt that to sit there in silence was awk- 
ward ; and yet, as his fair companion was silent, he hesitated 
to renew the conversation. He forced himself at length, 
however, to inquire whether her father was frequently at sea. 

" Oh yes," replied the girl, with a smile. " Do you not 
know my father is Israel Keelson, the fisherman, who sup- 
phes almost the whole town ? He has four boats, and peo- 
ple in them ; but still he will go to sea himself. It has 
been his custom from his boyhood; and though an old 
mflg now, he cannot forbear it" 

" Are you not sometimes fearful for his safety ?" asked 
Adrian, wondering at her calmness, when his own thoughts 
were all full of the doings of that terrible element on which 
this man's way of life was cast 
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There was something very peculiar in his tone, and the 
girl looked up, gazing at him enquiringly. "Yes," she 
answered, "I am often anxious, and very much alarmed 
when he is longer absent than usual But yet, perhaps, I 
do not feel it so much as you would do. It was my lot to 
be bom a fisherman's daughter ; and I have seen him go 
out two or three times every week, ever since I can remem- 
ber any thing. I have thus become accustomed to it, and 
probably, from habit, should forget the danger altogether, 
if every now and then, some terrible event did not happen, 
to show how real the perils are. There was one the other 
day ; and I saw it all with my own eyes. It is that which 
makes me rather more timid and anxious to-night ; for I 
expected my father back some hours ago." 

"Then you witnessed the whole scene," said Adrian, 
thinking she spoke of the unhappy fate of his friend. " Tell 
me, I beseech you, how did it happen ?" 

" I do not like to think of it," replied the beautiftd girl, 
** and yet the sight comes back upon my mind very often, 
like a frightful picture — or a dream. The boats had all 
gone out before daylight, as they usually do— just three 
weeks ago on Monday. Two of them came home very 
soon ; and my father's own boat was the second. The wind 
had freshened a good deal, and blew right into the bay ; 
but yet I have known the wind much higher, and the sea 
seeming to run much more roughly. My father was anx- 
ious, however, for his men ; and went down to the shore and 
looked out with liis glass. It was raining a little, and the 
spray dashing ; but I went down after him, and stood be- 
side him, till we saw two boats come scudding in over the 
dark line where the bay opens to the ocean. My fether 
then said, ^ There they are : it's all safe now. — Gro in, my 
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child ;' but he still stayed on the beach himself, and though 
I did as he told me, I went to the upper window to watch. 
One boat was about half a mile before the other ; and the 
first came dashing along, tipping over the waves, as if they 
were its playfellows. It did not seem to me more than 
a quarter of a mile from the landing-place, and I could see 
John Lincoln standing up to furl the sail. Poor fellow, he 
was a good young man, and had not been married above 
five or six months. I thought they were quite safe ; but 
all in a moment the boat reeled terribly, came with her 
broadside to the waves, and went over. There were ^ve. 
men in the boat, and all of them had wives or children, or 
sisters round about. It seemed as if every one of their 
fiiends knew of the accident in. a moment; for I hardly 
saw what had happened when there was a terrible scream 
from the different houses round, and the beach was covered 
with people. I screamed and ran out too ; and the sight 
was so terrible I hardly knew what I did. I saw two or 
three of the men,jniom I knew well, struggling in the 
water, sometimes rising over the waves, sometimes hidden 
beneath them ; and I could have rushed in mjrself to give 
them help. Poor John Lincoln, who could not swim, was 
clinging to the boat, and his wife stood close by me shriek- 
ing terribly. All the women, indeed, were shrieking and 
wringing their hands. My father and the other men, how- 
ever, ran a boat down in a minute ; and half my thoughts 
were for them ; for the waves were breaking sharply 
on the shore, and I thought the boat would be swamped. 
But when they got beyond the suif, and I looked out 
beyond them to see again, I could only descry two men 
upon the water, and one still clinging to the boat. Two 
had gone down for ever. A third suddenly disappeared 
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before my ^Either could reach them ; but they got hold of 
the fouith, and drew him in amongst them. That caused 
a little del a}', and oh, how poor John Lincoln's young wife 
shrieked during that moment ! Well might she shriek, poor 
thing ; for, just when my father's boat was within a hun- 
dred yards of him, a higher wave than tlie rest shook him 
from his hold, and he, too, disai)i>eared." 

The girl put her hand before her eyes, as if she would 
shut the sight out from memory; and Adrian bent his 
head, and remained silent for several moments, saying to 
hunsel^ " ITiere are greater misfortunes in this world, than 
such a death as that of Roger Ashmore." 

" It must have been a frightful scene, indeed," he said 
at length, " and your father's next paiiing from you must 
have been very painful I came down here, with a number 
of others, to seek for the body of a young companion who 
was drowned in the bay yesterday. He parted fit)m us, 
full of Ufe, and health, and hope, with|^ ever dreaming of 
danger; and now he lies beneath tEiip waters, cold, and 
still enough. Where is his spirit gone?" he continued, 
recurring to the train of thought in which he had indulged 
upon the beach. " Where is now the home of that Ijonght, 
ardent soul ?" . 

" As has been his life," replied the girl, in a tone almoet 
solemn, "so will be his resting-place. I heai-tily believe, 
that here, upon this eai'th, we work out an after-destiny. 
We are building for the future, and must inhabit where we 
have built — Do you not think so ?" 

" I do," answered Adjiian ; " but yet there are strange 
thoughts cross my brain at times. I suppose tliey trouble 
the minds of all, more or less, these longings to pierce the 
dim, shadowy curtain which hangs between life and life,— 
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to look beyond this present which waUs us in — to know 
something tangible, real, of that wild interminable future — 
that ocean of endless waters which lies beyond the sandy 
shore of this existence, flowing whither we know not. I often 
feel, as I look forward, as Columbus must have felt, when 
standing on the verge of the Atlantic, he looked out upon 
the mysterious immensity before him, and asked himself; 
What beyond f" 

" Oh, no !" answered the beautiful girl ; " Oh, no ! he 
never felt so." 

" Why not ?" asked Adrian suddenly, and almost sharp- 
ly. " Why should he not feel so ?" 

" Because," she repHed, in a low, timid, but very grave 
tone, " because he had the certfiSnty of science, and had 
you true iaith, you would have the certainty of revelation." 

Adrian almost started ; for the idea of a want of faith 
had never been so palpably presented to his mind before. 
He looked gloomily down, for a moment, questioning his 
own heart ; but hSf beautifiil young companion seemed to 
think that ahe niwhave oflended him, and she added, in 
a quiet, sidothing tone, " It is bold of me, I know, to say 
such things ; but I did not mean to pain you, sir ; and it is 
wiell'for us, sometimes, to think seriously how much we be- 
^eve, and how much we doubt" 

"f^ Adrian's impulsive nature carried him away, and cross- 
ing over the room, at once, he took her hand, repeating 
several times, " I thank you ! I thank you ! You have 
given me a hght — a light into the mysterious darkness of 
my own heart Yes, I will search the cavern to the deepest 
nook — I will no longer have doubts. I will believe, or not 
believe. Nay, nay ! I do believe. But still it would be 
some satisfaction could we, even for a moment, overstep 
3* 
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the great gulph ; or could one of those who have changed 
their habitation from a mortal to an immortal state, recross 
the bridge of death, and give us some assurance of what 
is beyond. Methinks, then, a man would believe more 
fully. It would be conviction, rather than belief." 

" Rather than ikith," replied his lovely companion. " K 
they believe not Moses and the prophets, neither would they 
believe if one went to them from the dead." " But would 
you not be frightened t" she asked, in a lighter tone, as if 
she found such grave subjects somewhat inappropriate to 
her age and her sex ; " Woulfl you not be frightened, if 
some spectre were to take you at your word, and coming 
to you in the darkness of the night, tell you the awful se- 
crets which you now so earnestly desire ?" 

" Not in the least," replied Adrian, boldly. " To see 
one of these spirits — spectres, as you call them — if such 
things be allowed to appear — and taking for granted 
man's immortality, and a world of sentient beings beyond the 
grave, it is hardly possible to suppose it otherwise — ^to see 
one of these spirits, and to question him as to the state of 
his being, and the mysterious immortality before us, has al- 
ways been a strong desire with me. I seek for the definite 
and true, in all things, and I do not think that the appear- 
ance of any disembodied soul would give me the least- 
alarm." ''^' 

He went on for some time farther in the same strain, 
and his fair companion replied, sometimes in a grave, and 
sometimes in a more lively tone ; but with a degree of 
talent and information such as Adrian had seldom met with 
before, and never in a woman. For nearly an hour, their 
conversation was thus prolonged, wandering over a thousand 
subjects, differing very much from each other ; for each fbl- 
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lowed ^hore tlie conveTsation led, and each spoke his 
thoughts j)lainly, pausing not to keep up any very definite 
line of ailment, but reasoning on each separate topic, 
with a light, tanciful, and wandering course, till, at length, 
a well-known shout upon tlie beach gave the girl intimation 
that her father had arrived iif safety, and, starting joyfully 
up, she hurried to the door. ^ 
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CHAPTER V. 

How pale appear 
Those clay-coId cheeks where grace and yigor glowed I 
O dismal spectacle I How humbly now 
Lies that ambition which was late so proud I 

Smollett. ** The Begicidsy 

■ 

" You are very welcome, sir ;" said a tall, fine-looking old 
man, with white hair, following Adrian's fair companion 
into the room, and shaking hands with him franMy. *^ You 
are very welcome, sir ; and we'll do our best to make you 
comfortable, though the house is a veiy email one, and you 
will have but small room. I don't afoctly know your 
name, but I think Pve seen your fap^up at the town, 
amongst the lads at College." 

" Most probably," rephed his young visitor. " My name 
is Adrian Brewerton, and I am, as you say, a student" 

^'Ay ! you used to lodge at Madame Copland's," «u| 
the fisherman, drawing off an enormous pair of hea^ 
\4yo\&, " I know now. But what is this they tell me ? — 
that one of your yojpg gentlemen was drowned yesterday, 
here in the bay ?" 

" It is too true, indeed," replied his young guest " He \ 
was my companion and friend, and I cannot make up n^ -^ 
mind to quit the spot so long as his body remains 
the waters." 
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" St dom, or — pray, sit . down," gjud the feberman ; 
" well have some supper in a minute ; for I'm hiiD^iy 
enough, the wind having chopped round off the point, no 
Uiat we were kept out till we had nothing to eat Pray, 
what was the name of your friend who was drowned f 

Adrian told him, and the fisherman's countenance 
changed a good deaL It grew grave, and even atem ; but 
Israel Keelson was not a man to keep back his thoughts 
whatever they were, and aftor a momentary pause he said, 
" I am sorry he imw your friend and companion — I don't 
think you could have had a much worse. We ought not 
to speak ill of the dead, they say ; and certainly he did no 
harm to me or mine, but -many a one here he did wrong 
in several ways, and I may say, at least, that I am sony he 
was your friend." 

Adnan heard him with very strange and mingled emo- 
tions. An hour or two before, if any one had spdk«n iQ of 
Roger Ashmore, h^ wolild have answered sharply— even 
angrily ; and hia w^ did flush a little, and his brow coo- 
tnutod ; but yet ure^ was some new feeUng in his heart 
which tept that hot response back as it was springing to 
bis Hps. He tnew not well, why or wherefore ; but tbere 
was something exceedingly panful to him in being called 
the friend snd companion of one whose character and acts 
Sii Golilf -not defend, in the presence of the beautiful gJH 
who stood hard by. Had he been able to justify the dead, 
to show that bis conduct had been misrepresented, his 
character mistaken, he would have defended him before 
tatj one, or in any circumstances ; but he felt that he could 
not da 1^ and the faults which before had seemed slight, 
had now, by some strange influence, become a^^javated in 
> luB eyes, and he feared that oven the old fisherman and hii 
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daughter should attribute to him a participation in his com- 
rade's offences. There was a momentary struggle in his 
mind between two impulses, and it was not till after he had 
thought for a time in silence, that he replied : " Poor fellow I 
He had his faults, Mr. Keelson ; but he has gone to give 
his account of them; and he had his virtues and good 
qualities also. The latter were less apparent to the world 
in general than the former. God sees all ! But this I will 
say, though his friend and his companion, I had no share 
in any of the acts to which, doubtless, you object There 
might be many ties between us of old friendship, boyish 
companionship, femily regard, and connection, without our 
being linked together in any thing that is evil ; and now 
he 18 dead, I would fain think only of that which was noble, 
and generous, and good in his nature, and forget all that 
was wrong, or foolish, or light The companions of his 
gayer or brighter hours have soon dropped away, and ^ven 
up the search for his body ; but I remain, and will remain, 
tiU I find it" 

"That's right! that's right!" said the old fisherman 
heartily ; " Vicious fiiendships are never lasting ; and, al- 
though they say, * Tell me a man's companions, and I will 
tell you the man,' it is a rule 1 have known feii very 

often Now, my dear, tell Kitty to bring the supper ; 

for she is long enough about it, and I am half starving." 

Adrian wondered who this same Kitty could be ; but it 
turned out that she was only an old negro woman, a servant 
in the family, and as soon as she had placed the simple 
meal upon the table, the old man invited his guest to be 
seated, and took his own place at the board, putting his 
hands together, and saying reverently, "Lord, bleas and 
sanctify thy mercies to our use, for Christ's sake." 
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Adrian was exhausted and faint with watching, wander- 
ing, and want of food ; for he liad tasted nothing since the 
preceding day at an early hour, except a small portion of 
the scanty viands which had been brought down from 
the town at noon. Nevertheless, he had no appetite. A 
sick, oppressive feeling, whenever he thought of poor Roger 
Ashmore, lying there beneath the waters of the bay, made 
him loathe the thought of food, and after having forced 
himself to swallow a few mouthfuls, he laid down his knife 
and fork. The old Mierman had been talking of indiffeiv 
ent subjects in a quiet tone ; but his eye — a clear, bright^ 
hazel eye, which seemed to have kept its youth in despite 
of time — ^turned to his young guest every now and then, 
with a grave and marking look. 

" You don't eat," he said at lengtL « What k the 
matter, young man ?" 

** I have not yet got over the shock of my friend's death," 
xepMed Adrian. "1 know well that if griefe and re- 
grets do not themselves pass away with time, their effects 
't^n the body do, and that men go about the world, in a 
few months after the bitterest losses, to all appearances as 
if they had lost nothing. But tliis occurred very lately — was 
very sudden — and there were also many painful circumstan- 
ces attending it. Besides, I have been wandering about here 
since last night at nine o'clock, seeking for my poor friend's 
b6dy, which we have not been able to find." 

**I should think that mattered little," replied the old 
fisherman, in a homely manner, but in no ill chosen lan- 
guage. " Did you find the corpse, you could but put it in 
the earth. The ocean affords as wide a grave, the waters 
is- calm a sepulchre. But people have different notions of 
theee thii^ For my part, I would rather lie beneath the 
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gHtteriiig waves on a sunshiny day, tlian in the quietest 
nook of a country churchyard. Yet, I do not mean to say 
you are wrong. Every one feels according to his habits, 
and you, I dare say, have been brought up on the land." 

" I have very rarely been upon the water at all," re- 
plied Adrian, " and I shall ever, after to-day, hate the sea, 
on account of my friend's fate." 

" The land takes its number, and the waters their own," 
replied the fisherman. " Had he lived to be as old as Abra- 
ham, he must have died at last : though it is a pity, too, to 
see a young lad taken away so early, and that before he has 
had time either to repent or to atone." 

Adrian was silent ; and the beautiful ^rl looked at him 
eamestLy and compassionately, as if she thought her father's 
somewhat stem words might be too hard for him. 

But the old man was softer at heart than his exterior 
betrayed ; and as soon as the simple supper was over, he 
rose and took his hat, saying, "I am going out for a bit, 
my child, I want to speak a word with Davie." 

" What, Davie the fool ?" asked his daughter, ^ih a look 
of some surprise. 

Keelson merely nodded his head ; and as soon as he was 
gone, Adrian enquired who was the person he had gone to 
visit, with such an unenviable epithet attached to his name. 

**He is a poor, simple man," replied the girl in a mild 
tone, " perfectly harmless, and not without some curious 
shrewdness. He is always prowling about in this neighbor- 
hood, and every body is very kind to him ; for he does no 
wrong to any one, but oft«n serves, when he knows how." 

She then, with woman's sweetest art, labored hard for 
nearly half an hour, to win the thoughts of Adrian away 
from the painful subject which she believed engrossed them. 
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She little knew how much she herself shared in the 
young man's thoughts at that moment ; nor how often the 
reply which struck her as strangely interesting and touch- 
ing, when he answered any thing she said, had been influ- 
enced by feelings which she herself had created. Of course, 
no words of tenderness — no expression of admiration — no 
lover-hke speech, or suitor's flattery, passed the lips of 
Adrian Brewerton at that moment; but yet there was some- 
thing in his tone, in his looks, in his words even, which, 
every now and then, made the young girl's heart thrill with 
new and pleasant emotions — nay, once or twice brought 
the warm blood for an instant into her cheek — ^not at any 
strangeness in his language, but at the strangeness of her 
own sensations. 

They were thus talking quietly across the table, when the 
old man, her father, opened the door suddenly, and put in 
his head, sa3ang, " Now, young gentleman, I see you won't 
be happy till you have found the body of your poor friend ; 
so, if you like to come along with me, I will go and drag a 
bit. ' I think I have got a notion of where he went down." 

" Ifobbdy saw where he sank," replied Adrian, rising ; 
" bntl'ani ready to try any thing — with or without hope." 

"There was one person saw him go down," said old 
Keelson; "and though his account of any thing is not the 
dearest, poor creature, yet I think I can hit the place." 

* "Oh! father, do not go to-night," said the girl earnestly. 
" This gentleman knows nothing about boats, he says ; and if 
you two go alone, you may both be lost likewise." 

"Pooh I nonselise, girl," said the old man with a laugh ; 
"besides, James is going with us, and Ben Herring, who 
can swim as well as his namesake, and I dare say the gen- 
tleman can swim, too." 
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" I om, indeed," replied Adiiftn, eomewhat bitterly : " and 
that makes what I feel the more pamfiil ; for poor Aahmore 
asked me to go with him, and I retiiaed. Pcrhape, if I had 
gone, I might have saved him." 

" More likely you would have been drowned youreel^" re- 
plied the old fisherman ; " for it was a veiy long swim to the 
shore from where he went down, and the sea waa running 
very high at that time. It is getting quite still now, so don't 
you be frightened, my child. No harm will happen. Get 
me the lautem, my dear. The lads have run down the boat 
by this time." 

But Ma waa frightened ; for the mind, though it may, 
by halnt, become so much accustomed to perils, as almost 
to lose a consciousness of their existence, is soonreawakened 
when their magnitude and proximity have been brought 
tangibly home to the heart. Anxiously, apprehensively she 
sat for more than one hour after her father and Adrian 
Brewerton had departed. She could not work, she could not 
read. The first occupation left thought too free ; the second 
could not chain it down strongly enough to resist the im- 
pulse in another direction. From time to time, she tned 
both, however ; but still the mind wandered, with a feehng of 
awe and dread, towards the boeom of the waters, and she 
listened e^erly for the sighing of the wind, asking heiaelf, 
what fate that breeze might be brining to those upon the 
ocean. 

Suddenly, at tlie end of the second hour, she heard the 
outer door of the house open, e.nd then ahand was laid upon 
the latch of the room where she was sitting, Thp nest in- 
stant, a fltout, broad-set young man, with a frank counte- 
nance, but a somewhat sensitive and iuipotuous gle.im in the 
eye, put his head in, saying abruptly, "fiiey have found 
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iam, Ella. They have found UtD, at length, and are biing- 
iag him up to the bouse. You hnd better go into Bune 
other room ; for tbey must carry bim straight in here, 'till 
Davie brings down a carriage to take bim home. Uaric ! 
they are coming — go away, go away !" 

" So, James, I wouid rather not," replied the beautiful 
girl " Wby should 1 fear the sight of a dead maa ! It ia 
well to look upon such things at times." 

He urged ber strongly to go ; but she persisted in her 
Ksolution ; and with a look of some mortification, he turned 
away towards the door, just as old Israel Keelson and Adrian 
Brewerton approached, bearing in tbeir arms tbe corpse of 
poor Roger Ashmore. 

When she heard their step, Ella Keelson, with a blanched 
cheek, but a firm hand and a calm eye, took up the light, 
and held back the door to give them admission. The sight 
of death is almost always more or less terrible to the mor- 
tal creature ; but there is something more terrible than 
usual when the dead was young. There seems something 
unnatural in it — something repugnant to our instinctive 
notions of the duration of Hfe, to behold tbe marks of the 
dammy grave upon a youthful form. Death seems to 
belong to age ; and youth has no harmony with it. It is a 
hanli discord in ^e midst of life's music 

Painfiil was the sight, as the yellow hght of the candle 
fell upon the pale, calm fciiturcs of the corpse, while they bore 
him in, with the long; bLu'k haii', wet with tbe waters in 
which he had yielded his breath, streaming over bis friend's 
arm, and showering salt drojis upon tbe floor. There was 
no flgony npoli the eounlenancf — iin trace of that fearful 
Ktnijrgle fitr brentb, which wn [.iitiire with auch terrors. 
Tlie facii wiis as calm as that of a slenping child — the body 
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fidling easily and uncontorted ; but yet to the eyes of Ella 
it was an awful sight. She knew not from what motive ; 
but, after the firet glance at the countenance of the corpse, 
she raised her eyes suddenly to that of Adrian Brewerton, 
which was pale, but much more tranquil than in the pre- 
ceding part of the evening. From some sort of vague 
impulse, her look glanced on towards the passage seen 
through the oi>en door, and there her eyes met those of die 
young man, called James, fixed earnestly upon her. There 
was nothing, sullen, or harsli, or angry in them, but some- 
thing very sad. She \\ithdrew her glance instantly, and 
retired a step or two, while old Keelson exclaimed, " Open 
that door, my child. We must lay him on the bed." 

Ella hastened to obey, and slowly carrying the corpse 
to a small bed-room behind the parlor, they removed the 
sheets, and i)laced it on tlie mattress. 

" Pull oflf the boots at once," said old Keelson, " or we 
shall never get the feet out. Bodies swell when they have 
been long in tlie water." 

It was already impossible to draw the boots off; and 
Adrian, with a shudder, as he remembered the incidents of 
the preceding moniing, and the little traits of vanity he had 
remarked, now cut the boots from the small and delicate 
feet of the unhappy young man, and cast them from him 
somewhat vehemently. 

El]|^ held the light while this was done, and the group 
of her father and herself Adrian, and two or three of the 
boatmen, stood round about the bed, far several minuteB^ 
in profound silence, gazing at the &oe of the corpse. A 
slight murmur then rose, as some of the spectators 
began to ask a question, or make some obflervation to a 
neighbor ; but the old fisherman, who had gi^at rule and 
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authority in the place, speedily interfered, saying, " There, 
my friends — there I You have looked at him enough, I 
think. This young gentleman is his friend and relation ; 
and he must feel a good deal differently from what you do. 
It is heavy rowing when all hands don't pull together ; so 
you had better go, and leave him with us. We liave sent 
for a carriage to take the body back to the College, which 
the poor lad left yesterday afternoon, as blythe and lifesome 
as any of us. There will be many a heavy heart for this 
young man^s loss ; and, as there is one here present, it will 
be better that he should be left alone till the first sad busi- 
ness is quite over." 

The old man's little speech had its full effect The two 
or three fishermen who had entered took their departure, 
and nobody remained witli Adrian but Ella and her father, 
and the young man called James, who seemed a privileged 
guest 

Little was said for the next hour and a quarter ; but 
then the grating sound of wheels was heard in the sand, 
and then a loud, and even a gay shout ; after which a voice 
exclaimed, " Here are the horses ! Here are the horses I 
We have driven like mad to carry the dead ; and if he goes 
back at the same rate, they may shake him alive again." 

While these sounds were being uttered, the door of 
the outer room once more opened, and a man, somewhat 
below the middle height, thin, but well-formed enough, but 
with a countenance having that queer, sly expression, which 
often seems to indicate, in the faces of what are called half- 
witted people, the extinction of the higher, and the acumi- 
nation of some of the inferior qualities of the mind, entered 
with a light and jaunty step, almost as if he came on some 
occasion of meny-making. When he beheld the sad and 
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solemn group, however, still standing round the bed, and 
the cold, marble face of the dead, his transient gajety 
seemed reproved, and he walked onward upon tiptoes, as 
if afraid of waking Roger Ashmore from his sleep." 

" The carriage is here, Master Keelson," he said, " and 
the horses all ready ; but who is to ride with the dead ? 
There won't be much talk by the way, I guess ; — ^who is 
going to take the silent drive ?" 

As he spoke, he fixed his eyes keenly upon the young 
boatman, James ; but the other answered somewhat sharp- 
ly, ** Not I, Davie ; be sure of that. I woidd'nt for a hun-r 
dred dollars !" 

" Strange — strange !" said Davie, with a look of intense 
thought — marvellously intense for one of his condition : 
" Strange that people should be afraid of the dead who were 
never afraid of the living. He could do nobody any harm 
if they were shut up in the same grave with him. Very 
odd, James — is'nt it ? Yet I shouldn't hke to go either." 

" I will go," said Adrian Brewerton, calmly. " Nobody 
else will be needed." 

" Come, lend a hand at least, James T' said old Mr. 
Keelson, somewhat sternly. " Lend a hand to bear in the 
corpse. Some one may have to do you the same good 
turn some day." 

The young man complied with apparent reluctance, 
while Adrian took up his hat, and buttoned his coat, and 
Ella followed with a light, though Davie, the fool, as they 
called him, was already holding the lantern at the outer 
door. 

The corpse was carried to the side of the carriage, 
placed in it, and disposed as decently as might be ; and 
then turning to Adrian, Mr. Keebon said, " I think you 
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had better take a glass of brandy, sir. You look pale. 
You are very wet, and you will have a long, sad ride." 

" Nothing whatever," replied Adrian. " 1 thank you a 
thousand timies, Mr. Keelson — much — very much more than 
I can express : and you too, my dear young lady," he 
added, taking Ella's hand, and pressing it gently in his own. 
** I thank you with all my heai-t for the kindness you have 
- shown me. But we shall meet agam, when I can speak 
my gratitude more fully." 

Thus saying, he turned towards the carriage ; but when 
he approached the door, and saw the corpse lying across 
the other side, partly supported by the seat, he stopped 
involuntarily, and paused for a moment, as if it - required 
an efibrt of resolution to enter. The next instant he put 
his foot upon the step, and took his seat beside the dead 
body. 

At that moment Ella's eyes were fixed upon him with 
a look of strange sweetness — ^full of sympathy, and admi- 
ration, and compassion. 

'^Vhile she gazed at him, another was gazing at her ; 
and when the carriage drove away into the darkness, old 
Keelson turned back towards the house, saying, ^^ He is a 
noble, brave fellow !" But the young man, James, folded 
his arms upon his chest, and bent his steps towards his own 
home, murmuring but two words, " Ah, Ella I" 

It was the breaking of a dream. 
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CHAPTEE VL 

Yeramente la, legge con che Amore 

n sao imperio governa eternamente, 

Non d dura ne obliqna ; e Topre sae, 

Pienc di providenza, e di mistero 

Altri k torto condanna. con quant ^arte 

E per cl^e ignote strade egli conduce 

L'haom ad esser beato. 

TA880. "Amdnia.'^ 

The funeral was over, all the sad rites performed, and Adrian 
Brewerton, clad in deep mourning, sat, a few weeks after, 
in his lonely room, laboring hard, by intense study, to 
withdraw his mind from more than one subject, which he 
did not wish to contemplate. The loss of Ins friend, the weary 
search for the body, the dragging for more than an hour in 
the deep and solemn bay, by night, the long and terrible 
drive back to the city, with the corpse for his only compa- 
nion, had left a strong and fearful impression on his mind 
which he could not shake off. But yet, strange to say, these 
dark and gloomy memories were chequered by thoughts and 
recollections exquisitely sweet and delightful, upon which, 
nevertheless, he was unwilling to allow his mind to dwelL 
There was a fair face, a gi-aceful form, a sweet and beaming 
smile ever present to his eye, and a musical voice swelling 
gently on his ear, in despite of all his efforts to banish them 
from his memory. 

There be some things, like the flash of the lightning, 
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too bright ever to leave the sight — some so sweet as to 
linger in the ear for ever. 

Yet he struggled hard to forget, and resolved steadily 
and sturdily never to return to that cottage, where he had 
passed but a few hours, indeed, but had found matter 
J more dangerous to his peace than he knew even yet 

These memories and these struggles, however, had 
shaken his nerves greatly; and though he combated his 
feelings with more manly energy, he was again in exactly 
the same state of thrilling excitement in which his mother's 
death had left him when a boy. He heard a step upon the 
stairs : he felt agitated. The door opened suddenly, and he 
almost started from his seat. It was a stranger who entered 
— a coarse-featured, heavy-browed man, short and square in 
form, and bearing that sort of seaman's air, which no land- 
foppeiy can conceal. He stared for a moment at the young 
student with a sort of bold, supercilious look ; and then in- 
quired if ^bis name was Mr. Brewerton. 

" The same," replied Adrian, now roused, and returning 
his gaze steadfastly, " What do you want with me ?" 

" There's a packet for you," replied the stranger, throw- 
ing down what looked hke a large thick letter on the table, 
and adding, " I had it from Madam Ashmore, of Charles- 
ton ; and to oblige her — I have often obliged her before — 
I promised to deliver it myself." 

" I thank you," replied Adrian, gravely ; and without 
farther words, the unprep(»sessing stranger turned upon his 
heel, and whistling a light air, descended the stairs. 

Adrian tore open the packet eagerly. He had written, 
at onoe, to the mother of poor Roger Ashmore after the re- 
covery of the body, and had dwelt much upon the efforts of 
otheiB, especialty those of old Keelson, but little upon his own, 
4 
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The president, however, had, in another letter, done ample 
justice to the exertions of the young student, touching the 
mother's heart by an account of the profound grief into which 
Adiian Brewerton had been cast by the loss of his friend. To 
mark her sense of his kindness, Mrs. Ashmore now requested 
Adrian to accept, as a memento, some valuable trinkets for- 
merly belonging to her son, which were in the hands of the pre- 
sident, and to present, with his own hands, to the old fisher- 
man, Roger's gold watch and seals, as a token of her gratitude. 

Strange human nature! Adrian had been vigorously 
resolving, as we have said, not to go back to the cottage — 
had blamed liimself severely for the struggling of his heart 
against his determination ; but now, a fair excuse for violat- 
ing his resolution was an absolute relief to him ; and he 
hastened, at once, to do all that he had determined not to do. 

It was again a hsrtf holiday, and the young man walked 
to the president's house, showed the letter he had received, 
obtained the watch, chain, and seals, and hiring % carriage, 
drove himself out to the bay. The weather had become 
milder, and a soft sort of languid haziness, mingling with the 
sun-shine, had rendered far distant objects somewhat indis- 
tinct ; but as Adrian drove toward's the fisherman's house, 
he could see plainly enough, at some distance, the fair form 
of Ella fifeated under the Httle verandah, and busily engaged 
with some sort of woman's work. The sound of the wheels 
first made her raise her eyes ; and the bright look of joy and 
satisfaction which beamed suddenly up in them, when she 
recognized the young student, was very perilous to poor 
Adrian's heart. Her hand was in his in a moment ; and, 
with a frank simplicity, which might have spoken ill for his 
suit, if he had come with a suitor's purposes, she told him 
how glad she was to see him, how anxious she had been 
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about Ilim, and how often she had asked her father to call 
and enquire for him, whenever he went up to the town. 

For a few moments, Adrian too gave way to his feelings, 
sat down by her, conversed with her in tones almost too 
tender, and with words too fiill of fancy, and fire, and en- 
thusiasm, though they had no direct reference to herself. 
But he recovered himself speedily. We know not what it 
was that checked him in full career — ^perhaps it was a glow 
that came upon Ella's cheek, which taught him to ask him- 
seliE^ " Can I be such a scoundrel as to be making love to 
this young girl, without any probability — any possibihty of 
our union ?" 

He changed the conversation instantly, to subjects of a 
graver and a colder kind ; and here Ella, who for some 
time had spoken but little, answered more freely, conversing 
sweetly and calmly, with a pleasant, even, yet sparkling train 
of thought, and weaving round Adrian's heart a network 
of fine links, from which it could never break free. 

She had told him at the first, that her fether was out, 
but not at sea, and that she expected him back immediate- 
ly ; and thus Adrian remained by her side nearly an hour, 
under the verandah, waiting for the old man's return. 

As they thus sat, the young fisherman, James, passed 
before them at a little distance. Whether he had seen 
them fiittinjp together, or not, before they observed him, we 
cannot i^y ; but he never raised his eyes when he was 
near, waDdng slowly on,* as if he did not perceive them. 
Abonyweniy minutes after, as their eyes ran along the 
beach, they saw old Israel Keelson coming slowly along the 
saad-hills, at some distance. He walked with his hands be- 
hind his back, his head scmiewhat bent, and his eyes turn- 
ed towards the gi-ound. He was not alone ; and as he 
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came nearer, Adrian recognized, in the stout flashily-dress- 
ed man who accompanied him, the same rough personage 
who had brought him Mrs. Ashmore's letter. In approaching 
his own house, Mr. Keelson twice raised his eyes towards 
the verandah ; and when opposite to it, and quite near, he 
turned towards the stranger, saying, in a stem and decided 
tone, " I will have nothing Jx) do with it, I tell you ; and it 
shan't be done here !" 

" Shan't !" said the stranger, with a sort of sneering 
smile ; and turning round, he walked away, whistling the 
same light air he had whistled when leaving Adrian. 

The old man greeted the young student kindly, nay, wann- 
ly, sat down with his daughter and Adrian before the house, 
and talked a Httle of the past ; but yet it was clear that 
something had, in a degreie, disturbed him, for he fell every 
now and then into a reverie. 

At the end of about a quarter of an hour, — ^for he was 
glad to protract the pleasant moments, — Adrian Brewerton 
proceeded to speak of his mission, and presented the old 
man with the watch and seals. Mi*. Keelson took them in 
his hand, examined them carefully, with a slight smile, and 
then returned them to Adrian, saying ; " Tis a pretty toy ; 
and those figures on the back are beautifully chased enougL 
I used to know something about such things in my young 
days. Tell Mrs. Ashmore, that I am very much obhged 
to her, but I cannot accept any thing so valuable. It would 
look like being paid, my young friend, for seeking the body 
of her son ; and that can't be." 

Adrian, however, pressed him strongly to take at least 
some httle memorial, assuring him that Mrs. Ashmore would 
feel mortified if he had refused to do so. 

" Well, then," said the old man, " I will take this little 
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sea] ;" and detaching one fix>m the ring, he handed it to his 
daughter, saying, " What is on it, my child ? Your eyes are 
clearer than mine at this time of day." 

Ella took it, and replied, after looking at it tt moment, 
" There is a bird, dropping down into its nest upon a bough, 
and underneath is engraved *afl? ogni ucello suo nido e 
hello: " 

Sh^read the Italian with a pure soft accent, that made it 
seem as if the sweet tongue were native to her lips ; and, to 
Adrian's great surprise, even the old man, her &ther, asked 
for no translation. 

" It is a pretty conceit," he said ; but whether he refer- 
red to the bird and tlie nest, or to the words which accompa- 
nied them, Adrian did not know. He soon found, however, 
that if he stayed much longer he was lost. He resolved to 
go, hesitated, lingered, entered into conversation again. 
Then he took his leave : then was led to speak of some 
fresh subject, and the whole system of resolving, hesitating, 
lingering, and leave-taking, had to come over again. 

He reproached himself for his folly ; but it had given 
him half an hour more of enjoyment — as many another 
folly does, to be reckoned for hereafter, on Fate's dark tally 
behind the door — and at length he went away with a heaii: 
beating, and a brain whirling. But Adrian Brewerton was 
by this time in love ; and he knew it. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

The night grows wond'rons dark : deep swelling gusts 
And sultry stillness take the rule by turn, 
Whilst o'er our heads the black and heavy clouds 
Eoll slowly on. 

Joanna Bailliie. "JBayn^r." 

Six inontlis had passed, and Roger Ashmore's sad fate was 
all but forgotten at his College, so rapid do the ever-varying 
incidents and impressions of youth, like the footsteps of a 
hurrying crowd, successively eftace one another. Of all his 
companions, Adrian Breweiix)n alone retained the memories 
of that fatal day, and those solemn scenes, with any thing 
like their fii-st distinctness. Before his eyes they continued, 
day and night, as if he were haunted by an ever-present 
picture. Even at the end of those six months, there was 
nothing dreamy in his recollections — nothing vague and un- 
tangible, as is so apt to be the case with past horrors, which 
the mind in its weakness recoils from contemplating as re- 
alities. Every particular was still awfully palpable to him, 
as if the past were a part of his actual being — ^probably it 
is so always, and we shall know that it is so, in an after 
state, though with our obscured intellects in this mortal coil, 
we forget what we are, and what Fate and our own acts 
have made us. Man's immortality is of his own making. 
So tells us the Bible, and so do we beheve. But Adriaa^B 
mortal life was more affected by the past than that of most 
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men. He felt even the current of his existence swayed, 
if not diverted fix)m its channel, by the influence of those 
short hours which seemed to have concentrated in them- 
selves the emotions of a life-time. 

Nevertheless, he appeared in a certain way to have 
gained strength, either by the shock of Roger Ashmore's 
death, or by the energy of newly awakened passion : at 
least, so one might judge by several changes in his habits. 
He exhibited more unity of purpose, and more continuity 
of eflfort than before. His enthusiasms remained as great 
as ever ; but they had become somewhat more practical. 
Determination seemed to be steadily supplanting vague 
aspirations. Still, all this was so obscurely shadowed forth 
as to be rather a matter of consciousness to himself, than 
a change observable by others. To the over-sensitive, the 
over-hopeful, if we may be allowed the expression, the ex- 
haustion of strong emotions in youth is often the redemp- 
tion of later years. It is like the tempering of iron in the 
fire. If it be worthless, it breaks ; if it be true steel, it be- 
comes the harder and the finer. 

Whether fix)m a morbid tendency to the investigation 
of man's physical and moral structure, stimulated, if not 
produced, by the various events connected with his fiiend's 
fate, and the sharp contrast between his life and death 
— life in its wildest exuberance, death in its gloomiest 
desolation — or whether from motives purely intellectual, 
Adrian was, at this time, devoting all his energies to the 
study of Anatomy. It is probable that the first conjecture 
is the correct one. Certain it is, that people of a nervous 
organization are exceedingly liable to engage in pursuits, 
and enter upon investigations, apparently the most foreign 
to their disfkxataon. Thej appear drawn by a force, not to 
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be resisted, towards what is uncongenial, if not absolutely 
antipathetic to their own nature, hke the fascinated bird, 
which is said, not merely to be powerless in the serpent's 
gaze, but to fly towards the reptile about to devour it. We 
have seen the youth who fainted at the sight of blood choose 
arms for his profession, and prove himself, in the turmoil of 
the battle, the bravest of the brave ; and there are a thou- 
sand instances of the same propensity in history. Probably 
Adrian was now only acting in obedience to a law of his 
being, even while he seemed to be violating all its im- 
pulses. 

However all tliis may be, Adrian's passion for what 
some may consider his strange, and somewhat repugnant 
pursuit, grew upon him daily ; but he did not allow it to 
interfere with his ordinaiy College duties. Every spare 
moment, indeed, devoted by other students to recreation or 
pleasure, he employed in studying the mysteries of man's 
material nature. 

Such were his pursuits, then, about six months after the 
drowning of Roger Ashmore. Summer was just dying into 
autumn : the mornings and evenings belonged to the latter 
season : tlie middle of the day to the former ; and an occa- 
sional storm of great severity indicated that it was one of the 
transition periods of the year. 

One afternoon, towards night-fall, while Adrian was 
musing by the tomb of Roger Ashmore, in that comer of 
the town grave-yard appropriated to the University, a young 
man, somewhat older than himself approached, and ac- 
costed him familiarly. In spite of the rough camlet cloak 
in which he was wrapped, and the rather threadbare gar- 
ments that it covered, tlie new comer was not to be mis- 
taken for an inferior man. There was something in his 
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easy and frank address that indicated a wider acquaintance 
with the world than was to be acquired in the cloister-like 
retirement of a New England University. His language, 
too, had less than usual of that formal monotony of in- 
tonation, adopted in those days on all occasions, and on all 
subjects — whether horseracing or theology, angry disputa- 
tion or friendly discussion. His face, which wore an ha- 
bitual expression of dignity when in repose, Ughted up in 
conversation with such a merry, careless, good-natured look, 
that he seemed the embodiment of fun and jollity. 

Charles Selden had, indeed, a double nature. He was 
the careftd, patient, ardent devotee of science, and not un- 
frequently the deep and philosophic thinker ; but he could 
also be the frank and hearty boon companion, throwing 
off in hours of relaxation the load of thought, with a facility 
that few studious men possess. At the time when we now 
introduce him to the reader, he was attached to the medi- 
cal department of the College, in the capacity of Exhibitor 
of Anatomy, and had thus formed an intimacy with Adrian 
Brewerton. But not long before, he had made a short tour in 
Europe, and had obtained the advantage of a two years' resi- 
dence in Edinburgh, at that time a great resort of those Ameri- 
can students in medicine who could afford to carry on their 
professional education in the hospitals of foreign countries. 

"Well, Adrian," he said, as he came up, "what can 
induce you to mope here alone amongst the tombstones ? 
Are you thinking of playing the part of resurrectionist, that 
you wander about, in broad daylight, in the churchyard, 
like a greedy ghoul ? Or are you indulging in a littie sen- 
timent over the grave of some rustic Phillis, prematurely 
snatched from her chum and her poultry-yard ?" 

Adrian felt half <^ended at the unseasonable levity, 
4* 






82 ADRIAN; OR, 

which jarred with all the feelings then busy in his bo- 
som." "You know as well as I do, Selden," he said, 
" that poor Roger Ashmore is buried here. Pray do not 
make me doubt what I never yet have doubted, your good- 
ness of heart, by joking in such a place, and at such a mo- 
ment Perhaps," he added, after a pause, "I may be 
treating a light jest too seriously ; but indeed, Selden, my 
thoughts, just then, were not very much in harmony with 
merriment" 

" You do not yet understand me, my dear Adrian," 
answered his friend, taking his arm, and leading him 
away from the spot " In play hours, I am as full of 
nonsense as a school-boy. But in time you will know 
me better, I hope, than to imagine me capable, even for a 
moment, of wilfully trifling with feelings which I respect 
I was thoughtless — ^forgive it — and now let me tell you 
what brought me in search of you ; for I have tracked you 
from your chambers. We have obtained a prize at last 
Five subjects have been sent to us from New- York ; and 
I have just had them carried to the dissecting-room as 
secretly as possible. You know the feeling of the towns- 
people upon this subject ; and should the bodies be disco- 
vered in our possession, I fear the result might be serious 
to all of us." 

" But if you are sure of your men," answered Adrian, 
" there can be no danger." 

" I do not know," replied the other, thoughtfully. 
" New England men will talk occasicmally. At all 
events, to-night the bodies must be watched, for many rea- 
sons ; and the disagreeable duty of course devolves upon 



me." 



He paused, and meditated for a moment, and then added : 
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^ This is particularly unfortunate, for I have accepted an 
invitation to the Governor's grand election ball — ^if the word 
ball be not a misnomer for so grave an entertainment as 
it is likely to prove. I had, however, set my heart upon 
going, if it were only to enjoy a little quiet quiz at some 
of his Excellency's solemn co-officials. It is very provok- 
ing," he continued, the last thought carrying him back into 
a lighter tone. " If I could but find a discreet substitute, I 
might manage the matter. To say the truth, I had made 
up my mind to ask you to take my place, Adrian ; but I 
fear it would be impossible for such a nervous piece of 
mechanism as yourself to survive so ghastly a vigil." 

" Not at all," replied Adrian, without hesitation, partly 
impelled by that morbid tendency to which we have al- 
ready alluded, and partly by the doubt of his firmness 
whicb his companion's words seemed to imply : " I will 
cheerfully sit up in your place, Charles : the more so as you 
seem to think me incapable of it ;" and the next moment 
he went on to say, with a smile, " although, perhaps, it was 
only to accomplish your object that you pretended to think 
so. ' At any rate, the companionship of the dead has no 
terrors for me now : nothing likely to happen fix)m the 
living ever had. At what hour does your ball commence ?" 

" At the frightfully dissipated hour of nine," replied 
Charles Selden. " But I will come to your rooms for you 
at eight, Adrian. We will then go together to the College ; 
and I will see what can be done to make yo'^ ijomfortable 
for the night' You are really doing me a service, wbicb I 
hope BOiniie time to reciprocate,, if not in kind, at least to an 
equal degree." 

They then parted ; and Adrian slowly returned to his 
chakiib«m. We cannot say that he felt altogether at ease 
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in reference to the task which he had taken upon him- 
self. He had no special incentive to burden himself with 
so disagreeable a charge, except his desire to oblige his 
friend ; and a vague sense of discomfort — which, after all, 
was not fear — took possession of him, and grew upon him 
as the minutes passed. Nevertheless, there was that restless 
feverishness vdthin him — that sort of morbid desire for this 
peculiar species of excitement — which would have made him 
eager to fulfil his promise, even if his friend had come and 
offered to release him. 

In the mean time the weather had singularly changed. 
When the friends met, the sky had been quite clear — with 
that damp chill in the atmosphere, however, which often 
follows the setting of the sun in Autumn. Gradually the 
heavens had blackened as evening closed in. One by one, 
huge masses of cloud had rolled up from different points of 
the horizon, as if there had been many winds in the sky at 
once ; and overlapping each other in dingy folds, they speed- 
ily united in one general and mysterious gloom. The breeze, 
which seemed to follow in a circular course the direction of 
the hills, was at first low and fitftil ; but with the close of day 
it increased both in force and steadiness ; and the air, at the 
same time, became more and more raw. At length, the 
rain began to fall — not in the large drops of a summer 
shower, but in the small, fine, even tricklings of an easterly 
storm. Occasionally a broad but pale sheet of lightning 
would, for a moment, cast its glare along the distant hori- 
zon, making visible even the leaves of the few isolated oaks 
that stood out in relief upon the neighboring mountain tops. 
As the hours went by, the canopy of clouds became as one 
huge black pall, unlike the grayish, slaty aspect of a wintry 
storm sky ; and then the atmosphere became so dense, that you 
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could almost taste it, and the taste was of a mouldy kind, 
suggesting the idea of fresh turned up earth in damp places. 
Men began to grope their way through the unlighted streets, 
with lanterns in their hands ; and through each window in 
that part of the CoUege buildings inhabited by the students, 
issued forth, from dim oil lamps, upon the foggy air, a stream 
of Ught surrounded by a sort of hazy glare, which produc- 
ed a strange effect when seen from the opposite side of the 
Green, as if great eyes were looking at one through the 
mist 

Adrian had not noticed these successive changes in the 
weather as minutely as we have described them. He had 
been sitting alone in the dark, thinking of other subjects ; 
but still they had made their impression, and had not tend- 
ed to raise his spirits, or to cheer his mind. He heard the 
rmn fall in its melancholy monotony. He felt the oppressive 
denseness of the atmosphere. He saw the sheet of light- 
ning as it flickered through the gloom ; but it was not till 
he heard his friend's step upon the stairs, and Charles Sel- 
den at length entered the room, muffled to the throat, 
and with a dark-lantern in his hand, that Adrian began to 
realize distinctly, how dismal a night vigil was about to 
follow. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

Tls only the obscnre Is terrible, 
Imagination frames events unknown, 
In wild, fiantastic shades of hideous mien ; 
And what it fears creates ! 

Hannah Moks. ^^BeUhaiuar.'" 

Charles Selden was in high spirits, and full of that 
eager and impatient activity which is exceedingly irritating 
to the calm, thoughtful, and unexcited. " Come, Adrian, 
my boy," he exclaimed ; " on with your things ; for we are a 
good deal behind time. It must be at least twenty minutes 
past eight — don't forget your stick ; and you may as well take a 
pillow along with you. The floor, you know, is a hard bed. 
I tried to get a cot for you, but could not succeed without 
exciting suspicion. There is a carriage below. The owner 
did not like the idea of his horses being out in such a night ; 
but even in this incorruptible country, the all-powerftil extra 
dollar had its usual effect. Come now, do hurry, that's a 
good fellow," he added, as the other seemed to be going 
about his preparations more deliberately than he liked. 
" I want to sit with you for at least half an hour, before 
leaving you with your stiff and silent companions." 

Adrian was soon ready. Taking his pillow under his 
arm, and in his hand a stout cudgel, which he was accus- 
tomed to carry with him in his frequent ramblings outside 
of the town, he descended with his companion to the car- 
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riage which was waiting for him at the side of the street 
that skirted the College grounds. The direction of his tlioughts 
was shown by a few words which he spoke while his foot was 
upon the step. " This is a fearful time, Charles," he said, " for 
those who are at sea ; and the watching for friends upon the 
deep, a sadder vigU than mine." 

Then seating himself in the carriage, he mused in 
silence until they reached the entrance of the medical 
school, at the other end of the town, though his friend 
rattled away throughout the drive with surprising volu- 
bility. Both jumped out together, and while Adrian sprang 
up stairs out of the rain, Charles Selden directed the car- 
riage to wait in order to convey him to the governor's en- 
tertainment 

The Medical College was a white stuccoed building, of no 
particular architecture, and displaying in no part any indica- 
tion of the purpose for which it was designed. It might 
have been a state house, or an hospital, or a private resi- 
dence, in so far as there was any positive inconsistency in its 
outward looks with the purposes of either. Still, there was 
something particularly cheerless in the imiform white sur- 
fjEice, as the lantern which Charles Selden carried, threw its 
gleam upon the tall ghost-like facade. Within, every thing 
was of the same color — whitewashed ceilings, whitewashed 
walls, and white uncarpeted floors. There was something in 
the universality of this color, or rather want of color, which 
^ected Adrian, as he passed along, very disagreeably at that 
moment The amphitheatre to which they hurried, was 
situated, as is usually the case, in the highest story of the 
building. Jt was a ipom of an elliptical shape, with no lateral 
windows, ^gary pr€|pautioi> being taken to prevent the possi- 
bility of ^y.|»rying eyes from without aatisfping their cu- 
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riosity ; and the only light the room ever received came from 
a glass sky-light, of a rectangular form in the roo£ You de- 
scended to the floor by a series of broad steps, correspond- 
ing with the lines of benches for students which encircled 
the room ; and on the side opposite to the door, was a fire- 
place. In front of this, was the large dissecting table, the 
surface of which was covered with zinc, or some other metal, 
for reasons which we will not attempt to explain. Imme- 
diately over this table, was suspended from the ceiling, by a 
long iron chain, a sort of glass chandelier, furnished with 
three lamps of a very antiquated pattern. 

The other objects that were prominent in the room 
were a large black board at one side of the fire-place, covered 
with anatomical figures sketched in white chalk, a small ta- 
ble at the opposite side, displaying some preparations for 
supper, and a couple of rush-buttomed chairs. There was 
something more, however — not so distinct, but which in 
its very vagueness made Adrian start when he entered, 
although he had expected some such sight Upon the dis- 
secting table, on which one body only was usually placed at 
a time, were now piled up the five corpses — two forming the 
lower stratum, two on the top of these, and the fifth making 
the apex of the pyramid. A sheet had been thrown over 
all ; but the outlines of the ghastly burden beneath were 
visible enough, and the fingers of a pale hand protruded from 
under the edge of the covering. 

Charles Selden noticed the varying color in his compa- 
nion's face as he closed the door after him, and rallied him 
a little for being nervous ; but Adrian made no reply, and 
turned the conversation to other subjects. 

Throwing his pillow upon the floor, in front of the fire- 
place, in which was burning a huge pile of wood, evidently 
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kindled several hours before, Adrian joined his friend at sup- 
per, who, with a forecast not at all necessaiy, was anticipat- 
ing upon the good governor's hospitaUty. For half an hour 
the conversation flowed from subject to subject, until Adrian 
almost forgot where he was, and what was the object of his 
doming ; but then his friend looked at his watch, rose has- 
tily from the table, and laughingly wishing Adrian pleasant 
dreams, and promising to rejoin him as soon as the ball was 
over, ran up the steps to the door, and rushed out of the 
room. He had partly descended the staii-case which led to 
the street, when Adrian heard him suddenly returning, and 
looked up to see what he wanted ; but without re-entering, 
Selden closed the door which he had left ajar, and the key 
was heard to turn in the lock outside. Whether it was a 
mere freak, or whether Selden intended only to amuse him- 
self with the fancied fears of his friend, or whether he was 
really apprehensive that Adiian would not remain long after 
his departure, the latter could not tell. Indignant, however, at 
either motive, Adrian called loudly to him to return and un- 
lock the door ; but the only response was the sound of Sel- 
den's feet running down the stairs, the closing of the car- 
riage door, and the tramp of the horees' hoofs in the silent 
sti'eets as the vehicle drove away. A moment or two after, 
the roll of the wheels subsided, all was silent again, and Adri- 
an found himself once more in his life alone with the dead. 
For a time, anger swallowed up all other feelings ; but, 
at length, Adrian drew his chair to the front of the fire, and 
sat gazing upon the glowing embers that crackled in the 
strong draught of the chimney and threw an irregular and 
fitftQ glare upon the bare walls and scanty furniture of the 
amphitheatre. He tried to force his thoughts away from the 
present scene^.and, as one can so easily do in the calm un- 
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troubled moments of existence — few though they be in this 
eager world — ^to build castles, and lay out gardens ci fancy 
amongst the ever-changing fragments of the fire. But still 
the presence of the dead made itself felt He would not 
think of them ; but he knew that they were there. Their 
proximity seemed to load the air with sad and solemn 
thoughts, with vague, superstitious fears, with an impulsive 
loathing of the neighborhood of deatL He could not ba- 
nish the sensation — ^it grew upon him, it swallowed up all 
thoughts, and his mind became excited in a painful manner. 
Every unusually strong gust of wind : the unexpected felling 
of a burnt log from the andirons : the flaring of the ill-trim- 
med lamps, would cause him to throw a hasty and uneasy 
glance at the dissecting table, until he ahnost fancied that 
some of the bodies moved when the sheet was slightly stir- 
red by the current of air from the door. 

Adrian felt angry at and ashamed of his sensations, 
and, by a strong effort, in some degree mastered them. 
Weary with a long day of study and overwrought emotions, 
as night wore on, he fell into a sort of dreamy state — some- 
thing between sleeping and waking — ahnost losing himself 
in the confused pictures, which followed each other before 
the mind's eye without form and vrithout connection. 
After a time, he roused himself suflfidently to remember 
that he might as well lie down, and endeavor to pass the 
hours in more complete and tranquil repose. He blew out 
the lamps in the chandelier, removed the chairs from the 
fire-place, wrapped himself in his cloak, and stretched him« 
self upon the floor, in front of the fire, to sleep. But slum- 
ber was as fickle as usual : for some reason the sleepy fit 
which he had felt overpowering him while he sat in the 
chair, now passed away, and he lay for hours unable to dose 
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his eyes, staring upwards at the sky-light, upon which the 
rain was pattering fast Thinking that the light of the fire 
might be the cause of his wakefulness, he at length rose, 
and raked the ashes over the smouldeiing heap. Then 
resuming his hard bed on the floor, and burying his head 
in the pillow, he fell speedily into a slumber, which any hy- 
ing person, had there been one present to watch him, might 
have seen, by the muscular twitchings of his frame, was 
neither altogether pleasant nor refreshing. 

How long he had slept, in this uneasy way, he knew 
not, when he was suddenly awakened by a severe blow upon 
the forehead. An indistinct consciousness of where he was 
flashed across his mind ; but his thoughts were all in con- 
fusion between past dreams, and present realities, and he 
sprang upon his feet, with a feeling of terror which he had 
never experienced in his life before. Instinctively, he raised 
his hand to his face, and the warm blood, trickling upon 
his fingers, convinced him of the actual truth of what he 
felt His first impulse was to rush to the door of the apart- 
ment, and he had reached it, and tried to open it, before 
he recollected that it was locked upon him. There was no 
other means of egress from the amphitheatre. What could 
he do ? To cry for help was useless ; for there was no Hv- 
ing person in the building except himself and whoever else 
might be in that room. It was impossible for him to make 
his voice heard outside, even if there had been any one 
awake to hear it 

As soon as he could collect his thoughts at all, though 
they were still indistinct and confused, his first impressions 
were, that one of the bodies, which he had undertaken to 
watch, had been in a trance and had revived, or else that 
some one had been sea!«ted in the room, and that, in either 
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case, the intention was to murder him. By degrees, how- 
ever, the mistiness left by sleep passed away, and his mind 
somewhat resumed its power. Every thing was now per- 
fectly quiet, and Adrian began to think that his hasty 
interpretation of the mystery must be erroneous : else why 
had not the first murderous blow been followed by others ? 
Why, at least, was it succeeded by such a profound and 
continuous silence ? Still, however, he stood with his back 
against the door, and his heart beating violently, but 
prepared to repel any fresh attack. Dangers which 
could be seen and comprehended, he could have met 
without quailing ; but there was something in the circum- 
stances of his present position — something so lonely, so 
strange, and so terrible, that it seemed perfectly to un- 
nerve him. 

He had been standing in this way some ten minutes — 
though the time seemed to him an eternity — when a sud- 
den flash of lightning blazed across the sky-light of the am- 
phitheatre. It illuminated the room for one single moment ; 
but that moment was sufficient to show Adrian that the 
sheet had disappeared from the dissecting table, upon 
which were now lying exposed four ghastly corpses. 

He knew there had been ^we ! 

How he longed for another flash to enable him to see 
more ! But none came ; and, stepping quietly to one of 
the nearest benches, Adrian endeavored to ascertain if he 
were really much hurt. He found that the bleeding had 
already stopped, and that it had proceeded from a wound 
above his left eye, of no great magnitude. Still his sus- 
pense continued ; and it was a long time before he could 
summon the resolution necessary to do any thing for the 
purpose of arriving at some certainty. 
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At length he bethought him that possibly the embers 
imder the ashes might not be altogether extinguished: 
and, moving cautiously around the walls of the room, he 
approached the fire-place. Nothing occurred to inter- 
rupt him — all was still and silent as the grave ; and raking 
away the ashes, he found, to his unspeakable satisfaction, a 
thick bed of hving fire beneath, the glow from which lighted 
up, at once, the nearest part of the amphitheatre. 

What he saw before him, although for a moment it made 
his blood curdle, at once explained all that had occurred. 

Lying partly upon the floor, and but a short distance 
from the position which Adiian had himself occupied, 
"was the body of a huge negro — the trunk and shoulders 
alone touching the boards, while the legs and feet were 
raised at a considerable angle against the dissecting table. 
Either a sudden gust of wind, more violent than ordinary, 
or some harsh clap of thunder, had shaken the building, and 
the table being much too small for its burden, a slight thing 
had been sufficient to disturb the equilibrium, and cast the 
uppermost corpse upon the ground. The uppermost hap- 
pened to be that of a gigantic negi'o, and in its heavy fall from 
the table, dragging the sheet with it, the arm had struck 
Adrian with great violence, occasioning the wound over his 
eye. Still, although this expLination was perfectly satisfac- 
tory to his reason, Adrian did not recover his composure as 
rapidly or completely as might have been expected, even 
by those who understood all the pecuharities of his charac- 
ter. He relighted the lamps, however, and looking at his 
watch, found that the hour had already passed at which 
his companion had promised to return. 

" He must be soon here," he thought, " and I will not 
tiy to sleep again. But I must restore some order." 
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Dragging the body of the negro under the table, and 
covering the other corpses again with the sheet, he once 
more drew his chair in front of the fire-place, and sat down. 
But still he remained uneasy and discomposed. Yet his 
uneasiness seemed rather an after reflection of the terror 
which, for the time, had so completely mastered him, than 
any present apprehension. Indeed all possible alarm from 
the same source was exhausted in his mind; but, never- 
theless, though there was nothing definite in his sensations, 
he longed for his companion's return, as he had rarely 
longed for any thing before. No sound, however, broke the 
silence of the night — no rolling carriage wheels — ^no step 
upon the stairs. Hour by hour passed away without Sel- 
den's return, and Adrian's dreaiy watch seemed int^nnina- 
ble, when the firet gray of dawn at length appeared, ming- 
hng strangely with the sickly and yellow light of the half 
extinguished lamps. But the storm had subsided in a 
degree — ^the rain, at least, had ceased to patter upon the 
sky-light, and the lightning no longer blazed across the sky. 

Anxiously and impatiently did Adrian await the arrival 
of his fiiend, whose mad freak in locking him in, he felt 
himself hardly able to pardon. Still the time ran on, the 
sounds of life began to be heard from the streets, the day 
grew broad and strong, and a nervous impatience seized 
upon Adrian Brewerton, which kept him in a sort of eager 
agitation not to be described. For more than an hour be- 
fore Selden's return, he had stationed himself at the door, 
awaiting his coming, and longing to get out into the fresh 
air at once. 

When Selden, at length, did come, his manner was 
strangely altered from what it had been the night before. 
He looked gi*ave, anxious, sad; and before noticing th^ 



THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND. 96 

ghastly appearance of Adrian's face, or any change which 
had taken place on the dissecting table, he begged his 
friend, over and over again, to forgive him for what he had 
looked upon at the time as merely a harmless jest, but now 
felt to have been an inconsiderate and unkind act 

Adrian made no reply ; and after an instant's pause, 
as if for an answer, Charles Selden went on to say, " I have 
a letter for you, Adrian, brought by a special messenger, 
whom I met just as I was coming out of my rooms. I 
have hastened to bring it to you, thinking — thinking that 
it might be of importance." 

His manner was strange, abrupt, and absent, as if there 
was more on his mind than he was willing or able to com- 
municate. 

Adrian took the letter, which was in an unknown hand. 
He opened it mechanically ; but read only two lines. They 
told him that his fether was dead — had died suddenly. 

After all he had passed through, the shock was too 
much for him ; the letter dropped from his hands, and he 
fell faintiujo^ into the arms of Charles Selden. 
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CHAPTEE rX. 

I had much rather see 
A crested dragon, or a basilisk ; 
Both are less poison to my eyes and nature. 

Dbtden. " Don 8t^atii(in.'" 

We are certain that the Cato Major was written in the early 
autumn : that clear, delicious season of the year which comes 
as a sort of repose after the heat and the labors of the 
summer. There is a sort of harmony between it and the 
decline of man's life — a sympathy, as it were, with the 
departure of the more fiery things of the human year, which 
has something very consolatory in it to those who see the 
•allotted grains of sand, dropping away through the hour- 
glass, one by one, and the end of the apportioned time 
approaching. It has not the merriment, the soft-glowing 
gayety of the spring of those lands, where spring is, indeed, 
the gentle season. It has not the prolific fire, and genial 
power, of summer ; but it has a freshness, a clearness, and 
an elasticity, all its own — as if it, like man, had lost the 
sultry blood of passion, and the tender weakness of early 
years, and, with hardly impaired energies, went unburdened 
on the way, with the toils of harvest over, the fruits of earth 
well garnered, and the winter's coming viewed without a 
dread. 
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It was one of those bright, clear, autumn days, when 
all hazy softness is gone from the atmosphere, when ft 
light, pure, cool breeze hurries the clouds over the sky, and 
the shadows over the earth, and all seems sparkling, and 
changing, and rejoicing m the scene. Old Israel Keelson, 
with his telescope beneath his arm, walked to and fro upon 
the sand hills, and his eye ran over the sea, on whose bosom 
the gleams were floating amongst the shadows, like heaven- 
"bom boats of light ; but he thought not, it would seem, of 
the varying face of the ocean : he thought not of the bril- 
hant blue of the sky above, or the white clouds that hur- 
ried through it : he thought not of — perhaps felt not — the 
rapid air that waved his white locks to and fro, and 
brought a pinker color into his cheek. His eyes were bent far 
forward beyond the line where the bay opened out upon the 
oc^an, and seemed fixed upon a vessel which, now half-hull 
down, and at other times more distinctly seen, seemed 
standing off and on, with some purpose which puzzled more 
than one who watched her. 

Ever and anon, the old man would stand upon the 
lughest of the sand hills, and raising his glass, would gaze 
long and earnestly at the schooner. At length, however, 
he seemed satisfied, replaced the telescope beneath his arm, 
and walked dehberately back towards his own house, at the 
door of which his daughter was standing, gazing forth, as 
he had been, upon the waters. • 

" What is that vessel, father ?" asked Ella, as he ap- 
proached. 

"I cannot tell you, my child," replied the old man, 
somewhat gloomily. " I can tell you what she has been, 
not what she is. Why do you ask, Ella ?" 

"Because I have seen her often lately," replied his 

5 
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daughter ; " and she is unlike any other of the vessels of 
these wat<3rs." 

" Ay, narrow in the beam, long in the run, rakish in 
the masts, black in the hull, sitting on the water hke a 
duck, and going through it like a dolphin," replied the old 
man. " She looks like a phantom, even by the broad day- 
light, and at night you might pass within pistol shot of her 
without seeing her at alL She has been a slaver, Ella — 
what she is now, God knows and the bad men aboard of 
her. I suspect, but do not know ; and I only guess who 
commands her, too. — K I knew that, I should know all." 

" Who do you suppose him to be, father ?" asked 
Ella. 

Old Keelson mused for a moment, took his daughter's 
hand, and led her into the little parlor, replying to her as 
they went. 

" Do you recollect, Ella," he said, " seeing a man walk- 
ing along with me one day upon the beach — a stout, 
broad set, ill-looking man — a Captain Sparhawk ?" 

" I did not hear his name," replied Ella, " but I remem- 
ber him well. There are some faces, father, one can never 
forget ; whether the token by which they are remembered 
be disgust or admiration. His countenance seemed to me 
the most fearful I ever beheld — one of those faces on which 
Providence seems to write, as a warning to all who behold, 
every vicious and terrible aet, one by one, as they are com- 
mitted — a record of a bad life, written by the hand of 
Fate. I recollect it quite well. The sight of that face as he 
turned away from you made me stop suddenly in my con- 
versation with young Mr. Brewerton. Who is that Captain 
Sparhawk, father ?" 

" A bad man, in the way to wealth or the gallows," 
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answered her father. ^^ I saw him twice at Charleston, some 
sixteen or seventeen years ago. He was then a young man, 
of twenty-two or twenty-three years of age ; but if the tales 
he used to tell of himself, in his moments of thoughtless 
revelry, were true, he had crowded into that short lif« 
crimes enough to bring down upon his head, even then, th< 
vengeance of man, and the condemnation of God. What 
he has done since, my child, I do not know ; for he hai 
become more careful of his tongue with years, and boast* 
only of his wealth, not of his wickedness ; for he is wealthy 
now — heaven help us — at least so he says, and mixes with 
the first society of the South, he declares. But I believe 
not all these tales of himself, any more than all those he 
told before ; and one thing I could see clearly from his 
conversation — wealthy, or not, he is as eager for gain now 
as he was some twenty years aga ; and he will have it, cost 
what it will — his own blood, his fellow-creatures', — his 
wretchedness, or theirs." 

While thus speaking, they had entered the room ; the 
old man had taken his accustomed seat in a large chair, and 
Ella, with her work in her hand, had placed herself be- 
side him. Her eyes were bent down, as she listened to 
her father ; the long, black lashes, resting upon the soft 
cheek, now somewhat paler than it had been a few months 
before. Old Keelson gazed at her, with a look not easily 
to be translated. There was love in it ; there was admira- 
tion — pjful passions both ; but yet, from time to time, 
came across his countenance a sort of shade — ^it might be 
from memory — it might be from forethought — ^it was like 
the long shadow cast athwart the landscape by a cloud 
near the setting sun. 

He sat silent for a moment or two after the last words 
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were uttered, and then laid his hand upon his daughter's 
arm gently, saying, " Ella, listen to me, my child !" 

She instantly dropped her work upon her knee, and 
raised her beautiful speaking eyes towards her Other's fiace ; 
and the old man went on. 

" If ever that man should fall in your way again, Ella," 
he said, " avoid him — shut the doors against him — seek re- 
fuge with any friend, with any one near. I am not apt to 
dread the face of any thing living or dead ; but I do not 
love that man, Ella ; and if what I feel towards him be 
dread, it is for you, not for m3^elf. I know him to be a bad, 
a wicked man. I know that he brought over from the 
coast of Africa a cargo of three hundred miserable beings 
for Mr. Volney, — a man who once greatly wronged me. 
They were crammed into a little schooner, not fitted for half 
the number. A hundred and seventy died upon the passage ; 
and he laughed when he told how he had pitched the niggers 
into the sea, calculating how much the value of the rest was 
enhanced, by the miserable death of so many human beings. 
I abhor that man, Ella ; and I love not to see a vessel which 
I believe to be his, hovering about upon this coast" 

" It surely cannot affect us," replied Ella, gaang in the 
old man's face with a questioning look. 

" I see not how it can, indeed," replied Keelson ; " but 
yet, my child, there are strange turns in fate ; and a notion 
has taken possession of me, that I shall not be long with 
you, my child." 

Ella threw her arms round her father's neck, and had 
she ^ven way to the first impulse, would have burst into 
tears ; but, though full of thriUing emotions, with a heart 
vibrating, like a finely strung instrument, to every tender 
and every kindly feeling, and as susceptible of grief as joy. 
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that young girl had a wonderful fiind of strong resolution, 
and quick self-command. Consideration — a long process 
with many — was with her, as with all bright minds, rapid 
as lightning ; and before the tears could spring from their 
secret fountains to her eyes, she had said to herselfj "My 
father is sad — depressed — I ought to strive to cheer him, 
not ad(i to his gloom by tears ;" and they were repressed. 
It is a common expression, to say, that people act from a 
sense of duty. There are two ways of doing this, and two 
classes of people who do it One class — containing in itself 
all the most disagreeable very good people we know — slow- 
ly and deliberately grind down every feeling upon the 
grindstone of long, and — perhaps — conscientious, considerar 
tion, depriving their good acts of half their spiritual merit, 
by transferring them from soul to mind, from heart to intel- 
lect, and attributing to themselves glorification for their 
hardness, and their harshness, and their want of Christian 
charities and human sympathies, on the ground of doing 
their duty ri^dly ; — as if a man deserved great credit for 
not setting a house on fire, when he had got neither a can- 
dle nor a match-box. 

There is another class, however, who feel what is their 
duty before they think it, — who act it before they consider 
it, — who have the kingdom of God within them, and the 
sweet voice of Deity ever speaking within their hearts. To 
our own mind, a sense of duty^ to be worth very much, 
must be instinctive ; and so it was with Ella. 

The next moment, she relaxed her embrace of her fa- 
ther's neck, and with a tender, gentle smile she said, " You 
are sad, my dear father. Something has occurred to vex 
or trouble you, and like a thunder storm, has left the sky 
overcast even when it is gone." 
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" And have you not been sad, too, lately, my child f 
asked old Keelson. 

" No — ^no — not that I know of," replied Ella. 

"You have been very thoughtful, my love, ever since the 
drowning of that young man," said her father. 

" Was the scene not enough to make me so ?" askefl 
his daughter ; but at the same time, a slight and transient 
blush fluttered over her face, and she paused for an instant 
She then added, however — feeling, perhaps, that her first 
words had some tinge of insincerity in them, yet not know- 
ing where it lay, in her ignorance of her own deeper mo- 
tives, " I had never seen the young man, that I know of, 
before I saw his corpse brought in here ; but the sight, and 
the whole occurrence, did give my mind a greater shock 
than even more terrible scenes have given. He was very 
young, my dear father ; and I think that these things, eveiy 
day, affect me more and more. Perhaps I have been more 
sad, now I think of it. But I will be gay again, and tiy to 
cheer you." 

" No need, my dear," said her father. " To one accus- 
tomed to look upon death, as I am, its only terror lies in the 
thought of the fate of those we love, after we are gone ; and 
I would fain clear my mind, Ella, of all reflection and con- 
sideration on that subject. Then I can be as cheerful, and as 
gay again as ever. — You can stay, Kitty. I do not mind your 
hearing what I say." 

The last words were drawn forth by the entrance of a 
negro woman, somewhat stout in person, but with that sort 
of gay, good-humored countenance, which one frequently 
sees in persons of her complexion, whether they have hved 
a happy, or even an unhappy life. She had come in with a 
plate of fruit ; but seeing earnestness in the faces of her mas- 
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ter, and her young mistress, she was retreating hastily but 
quietly, when the voice of Mr. Keelson stopped her. 

" You can stay, Batty," he repeated. " Indeed I would 
rather that you did remain ; because I wish to beg my daugh- 
ter, in your presence, whenever it shall please God to call 
me from the world, not to part with you on any account ; but 
to retain you always with her, and near her. She nursed 
your infancy, Ella," said the old man, turning to his daugh- 
ter. " She has been feithful and true to us in many perils and 
diflSculties; and I should wish her to remain with you to the 
end of her days." 

" Thank you, massa, thank you," replied the good woman, 
with a well satisfied grin. " Missy Ella never send me away, 
and I never go away, whether she send me or not." 

The old man smiled upon her kindly. " I do not think 
you would, Kitty," he said, " and if I should die " 

" Pooh, pooh. You not die," said the negress. ** You 
live long time yet, Massa Keelson. You not fifty-seven yet 
— quite young man. I remember when I was quite a little 
girl, your birthday, when you comed of age — oh, I know, I 
know — ^fifty-seven next month, and not much older than 
you was then." 

" High time to think of changing one's abode, when 
one has dwelt in it so long, Kitty," said Mr. Keelson ; " but 
just let us suppose it possible that I should die, and that I 
should die suddenly, the first thing to be thought of should 
be the taking care of my papers — " 

" Oh, ay. De little bundle which you put by so care- 
fully at top of de chest," said Kitty. " I see you, I see 
you — I see you many times when you tink Kitty don't see. 
Oh yes. Missy Ella must take care of dose." 

" But in her grief," replied Mr. Keelson, " she might 
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not thiiik of them, Kitty — Btrangeis might come in. I have 
seen a whole house ransacked from top to bottom ; and if 
she should forget them, you must secure them lor her, my 
good Batty ; for upon them depends much of our little pro- 
perty, besides memorials that are dear to us all, though 
they may have to do with the vanities of this world." 

" Oh, vanity ! — ^Vanity very good ting," said Kitty ; " I 
never saw any one widout vanity, who had any ting to be 
vain of. And as to property, Massa Keelson, you got 
enough for all you want, or Missy Ella eider — I don't see 
why you go any more to sea. What de use of haulin up 
fish, dat you never eat yourself^ when you got quite enough 
for all you want, and to spare too ; for dere be poor old 
Davie, the fool man, you feed and clote him too. You too 
young to die, but too old to go to sea." 

" I begin to think so, too," said Mr. Keelson ; " for the 
old muscles are growing stiff, Kitty, and it takes two days' 
rest to recover from one day's fishing." 

" Ay, ay. You stay at home, and I go cook de dinner," 
said Kitty, moving towards the door ; but when she had 
actually passed it, she put in her head again, saying, " I 
not forget de papers. Any body shall pull my heart out 
before dey get dem away. You stay at home, and don't 
go no more to sea, and me make you all very comfortable. 
When a man begin to tink of going to oder world, he better 
not go to sea. It is a bad sign for de next voyage. Billy 
Harris made his will, and was drown four days after." 

Thus saying, Kitty retired from the room, leaving Mr. 
Keelson with his daughter. Between the two who remained, 
the conversation gradually took a lighter tone. The dark 
impressions which had evidently affected him for some days 
previous, passed away from the mind of the old man ; and 
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for the next month his time was principally occupied in 
writing and receiving letters, which had been a rare occurs 
rence during the years that preceded. Go to sea again he 
did, once or twice ; but Ella's entreaties did more with him 
than Kitty's remonstrance. He was well to do in the 
world, had accumulated a sufficient property for all his 
moderate desires ; and he felt, daily, that he was becoming 
less fitted for long-continued exertion and exposure to weather. 
Gradually, he thus weaned himself from his fevorite occupa- 
tions, and, in the end, gave three of his boats away to those 
who had been the companions of his earher toils. 

In the mean while, Ella did all that she could to 
cheer and to soothe him. In his presence she appeared 
always gay, and blithe, and happy. But, in truth, it was 
with an effort. What was in Ella's heart ? 
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CHAPTER X. 

Un altra cosa ti bisogna dire, 

ChMo son da on pensier tutto smarrito 

£ non poaso la mente mia chiarire. 

PuLCL ^ MorgarUe Maggiorey 

Time wore on. Adrian Breweiton's College course was draw- 
ing to a close. Incidental distinction of every sort he had won, 
long ere the final contest for University honors presented 
itself. His ambition, which, from time to time, had slum- 
bered, or wavered, seemed now to rekindle with wonderful 
energy; and, what in his case was more extraordinary, 
with wonderftil concentration also. Whether this ambition 
was in itself a fixed and steady principle of his uature, in- 
dependent of any immediate incentives to exertion, or 
whether it was only a temporary flame kindled by the ex- 
citement of competition, we will not pretend to say ; and 
yet the reader may have remarked, in the account we 
have previously given of his character, many traits of that 
desultory eagerness of purauit which is generally the result 
of natural, but ill-directed ambition. 

However it may have been, his dazzling course asto- 
nished himself, as well as others. There seemed something 
of inspiration in it, not for creation, but for acquisition. 
His knowledge of much which came to others by long 
study, appeared intuitive. He knew not himself in truth, 
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where, or how he had gained all that he knew — whether 
it had been acquired or divined. 

At the same time, his mental condition, at this particu- 
lar moment, harmonized so completely with the course he 
was called upon to pursue, that entire processes of thought 
and argumentation were revealed to his understanding by 
the feeblest glimpse of suggestion. While the contest was 
going on, the state of his feelings, likewise, seemed to fe- 
cihtate, or rather to stimulate his efforts. In his ignorance 
of all that the world can pour forth of grief and agony, he 
seemed, in his own eyes, to have suffered much — to have 
suffered every thing : he hardly beheved that there was any 
thing in reserve for him to suffer. An interval of calm — of 
dead, heavy tranquillity, feehngless though pangless, succeed- 
ed the storm of emotions, before a reaction came. The very 
calm itself was prolonged by the intensity of his present 
studies ; but the calm was likewise an incentive to those stu- 
dies. It was a weight upon him from which he sought 
rehef ; and although we have said that his tranquillity was 
without feeling, we do not mean to imply that it was with- 
out thought 

Adrian felt that he had been speculative — that he had 
been desultory. He regretted the inequality of his previous 
efforts, and what we may call the mental dissipation, in 
which he had indulged. He reproached himself that ho 
had so often neglected the positive for the visionary — ^that 
he had not rather stored his mind with knowledge, than 
endeavoured to develop its capacities prematurely by 
the investigation of truths which often remain mysteries 
to the maturest intelligence ; and he persuaded himself that 
could he only live the last four years of his life over again, 
he would live them very differently. Who, in this weaiy 
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and stormy course of life, has not, from time to time, in 
moments of repose and shade, looked back, like Adrian 
Brewerton, upon the rough road behind him, and seeing to 
the right or left a smoother, or a straighter path, won- 
dered that he had not taken it — ^forgetting, alas ! that 
it is by now standing on vantage ground, he is enabled 
to distinguish objects from which his sight was cut ofl^ 
when below, by innumerable obstacles and impediments ? 
Who is there who has not done this ;. and then stumbled 
on again, in the same blindness and ignorance of the way 

before him ? 

Adrian's self-reproach was undeserved. With the 

lights that he possessed, and the current of his nature 
urging him on, he had trimmed his boat for the best His 
judgment had never left the helm, and if he had been oc- 
casionally driven from a straight course, by elements beyond 
his control, the general direction of the vessel remained un- 
changed. He was steering for a harbor still, obscmred 
though it was in the dim distance, and the chances were 
that he would reach it, notwithstanding his distrust of himself. 
Such impressions of his past life, however — ^the sort of 
review which he stood still to take, in the dull lapse of 
emotions which succeeded shortly after his father's death — 
impelled him strongly to pursuits in wliich he fancied there 
would be occupation without feeling, the exercise of thought 
without that of imagination. He was not without compe- 
titors, however, in his efforts for distinction. There were 
two classes of young men in College then — ^the thoroughly 
studious and the thoroughly idle. The tendency of the 
time and the country was to extremes — and, after all, is 
not this, in many respects, the tendency of all countries, 
and aU times? Fanaticism, and infidelity; the severest 
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morals, and tbe most reckless dissipation ; the most refined 
manners, and the grossest brutality; the most profound 
learning, and the most surprising ignorance, are frequently 
contrasted in the smallest communities. Human nature 
seems to abhor consistency. The highest development of 
virtue in one man would appear to provoke, in an evil- 
minded neighbor, an equally extreme development of vice ; 
and in degenerate times, or degenerate countries, instances 
of merit, ndt only, from contrast, appear the brighter, but, 
actually become so, both from a certain antagonism in our 
moral nature, and also from the fact that man finds higher 
models both in books, and in abstract conceptions, than he 
is likely to meet with in actual examples. No where could 
strong virtues provoke their opposite strong vices more de- 
cidedly than they did in the New England University. 

As we have said, Adrian had competitors, and they 
were neither few nor contemptible. If he won some honor in 
the race, he thought, he could not hope to distance alL 
There were several, who with much less natural abihty than 
he possessed, had pursued an undeviating, persevering course 
for many years, and possessed an iron power of endurance, 
which enabled them to contend for every inch of ground, 
while it protected them from discouragement by defeat, or 
over-elation in consequence of success. The knowledge, 
however, that he had such rivals stimulated him to exer- 
tion ; and day by day, the eagerness increased till it became 
an enthusiasm, a thirst, a fever. 

At last the day came that was to decide. Many a 
steady heart beat with unaccustomed emotions : many an 
eye was full of anxiety. But Adrian, strange as it may ap- 
pear, was as calm, so far as any external signs were mani- 
fest, as the most indififerent spectator. Many wondered at 
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his composure, for few except men of strong passions un- 
derstand, what a volcano of excited feelings may slumher 
under the calmest exterior. When, however, it was at 
length announced that the first honor was awarded to 
Adrian Breweiton, although his features and expression 
underwent no change, what he felt was not so much rejoic- 
ing as satiety — ^it was as if a cool tide were suddenly poured 
upon consuming fires. 

The precise nature of his feelings would be difiicult to 
describe : it seemed to him as if years had rolled by in 
the passing of a moment So far fix)m overrating his vic- 
tory, he did not fiilly appreciate it The contest from 
which he had just emerged fell suddenly in value, until it 
seemed to him but as the strife of pigmies. Clouds van- 
ished whi<5h had obscured his view — ^mists were swept 
away fi*om the past which had magnified the objects ; and 
the sunshine that broke forth upon the future, dimly reveal- 
ed to him the magnitude of the struggles that await the 
earnest man in hfe. The very victory seemed to humble 
him : not that his self-reliance was not increased, as there 
was just reason that it should be ; but it was hard for him 
to understand how he had expended so much ambition upon 
so small an end. Adrian Brewerton had not yet learned 
that his feelings were only in harmony with a general law, 
in obedience to which the truly great mind, at each succes-' 
sive attainment in this limited sphere of action, is led to 
look back upon all the triumphs of the past, however great, 
and however legitimate, if not with contempt, at least with 
a thorough appreciation of theii* insignificance, when con- 
trasted with the mighty and unlimited future. 

With all this, the effect of his success, during the first few 
days that succeeded, was to restore him to a more peaceful 
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calm, which he somehow knew could not last. He had come 
to a resting-place in the struggle of life. He fancied that, like 
the lotus-eater, he could lie down for a while by the road-side, 
and with half-closed Hds contemplate, in luxurious dreaminess, 
the past and the coming time. But it could not be. There 
was that in both which admitted no such dalliance with 
memory or hope, even for a day. A flood of recollections, 
and a flood of anxieties, vague, because he hardly dared to 
fathom them, rushed upon him with an impetuosity propor- 
tioned to the restraint which his temporary devotion to a 
single purpose had imposed upon his mind. 

It is impossible to make any one who did not know 
him, fully comprehend the effect of his first great struggle : 
the collapse into which he was plunged by success, and 
the reawakening of a crowd of previous impressions upon 
Adrian Brewerton. Day by day, dnd week by week it in- 
creased, varying often, but stiU leaving him depressed, and 
though he suffered not without a strong and vehement strug- 
gle, the result was evil to his health and spirits. 

The disease was more of the mind than the body, how- 
ever. His frame remained powerful and robust, though the 
color had faded from his cheek, and his eye lost its expres- 
sion of sympathy with the surroundings of every-day life ; 
but a sort of morbid, causeless anxiety seized upon him, 
from which he could not escape. Neither had he that 
command over his thoughts, which he rightly looked upon 
as one of the greatest qualities of a strong intellect Often 
would they wander, in a sort of mazy dance, amongst vague 
and indefinite objects of terror. Often would they ^x per- 
tinaciously upon some painful fact which it was useless to 
contemplate, but from which he found it impossible to with- 
draw them. The fate of Roger Ashmore ; his father's death ; 
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his terrible watch by the dead bodies ; all forced themselves 
upon memory when he would not — rose up as distinctly s£ 
they had appeared at the moment of occurrence ; and were 
even aggravated in all their darkest features by the power 
of an over-excited imagination. This was especially the case 
with his father's death. The tall, venerable figure of Major 
Brewerton, with his snowy-white hair, his dignified and 
stately carriage, and all that habitual grace of manner 
which had distinguished the old British officer, presented 
itself continually to his view, clear and definite, as an ob- 
ject almost tangible. Adiian seemed to hear his ^Either 
speaking the memorable words, " Let the remembrance of 
the blood that is in your veins serve only to keep you fix)m 
low society." 

They Appeared to have a deeper meaning — a more 
pointed, a more special application, than when they were 
first spoken; and if his mind rested in a sweet dream 
on the beautiful girl by the shores of the bay, the revered 
shade would rise up to his sight, and the words of warning 
sound again in his ear. 

One day, he had been thus indulging, and had been 
thus checked, and the bitter struggle between love and pre- 
judice had been going on fiercely, when, at length, he started 
up, exclaiming, ** I will leave this place ! I am without 
object here — but not without temptation. I will leave it, 
and foiget." 

He had taken his hat and gloves, and had opened the 
door to go out, without any very definite object, when he 
saw, just mounting the stairs towards him, his friend 
Charles Selden. 

The good heart of the young physician had wrought 
a great change in his demeanor towards Adrian, since 
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that night when he had played off so painful a prac- 
tical joke upon him, at a moment when nerve and resolu- 
tion were most necessary to meet the fatal intelligence of 
the following day. Adrian himself bore no rancor ; and his 
memory of injuries was short ; but Charles Selden seemed 
neither to forget his own act, nor to forgive himself; and 
though with a frank generosity of nature, he did not avoid 
Adrian, but sought him more than ever, yet there was al- 
ways a grave tenderness in his manner when he first ad- 
dressed him, as if the very sight of his friend at once 
awakened self-reproach. To others, he was as gay and 
dashing as ever, and even with Adrian, the first sort of re- 
serve quickly wore off. 

" Ah, going out, Brewerton ?" he said, shaking him by 
the hand, " I am glad to see it. You sit too much alone, 
my dear fellow, * of melancholy musings your companions 
making.' Besides, you have taxed your mind too much. 
There is nothing on earth like bright skies, and open fields, 
rocky hills, and rushing streams, trees, and birds, and flow- 
ers, and waving corn, for reconciling us with the world, and 
life, and fate." 

" AU mysteries," answered Adrian, gravely. 

" Ay, but beautiful and consoling mysteries, too, when 
rightly seen," answered the other. " I am not given to 
preach — ^how should I be ? — nor to morahze, nor to philoso- 
phize overmuch ; and yet, even in my own butcherly trade, I 
cannot help, every now and then, discovering things which 
give a confidence to faith, and fill the heart with high hopes, 
instead of cold, unsubstantial dreams. When under ray 
scalpel I detect the most wonderful contrivances, such as 
the mind of man could never conceive, for giving powers, 
and pleasures, and faculties to this mortal frame in health, 
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and for providing it with curative means in sickness, I say 
to myself! there must be a great mind to devise, and to pro- 
duce all this — ^there must be a great spirit somewhere in the 
Universe — not a dumb moving power, but an intellectual, 
thoughtful, loving being, as full of beneficence as mighti- 
ness. I say, that if there be such a being, it proves that 
there is such a thing as spirit — as soul ; for he himstilf must 
be all soul ; and I say again, that unless there be an anomaly 
in Nature — a gap in creation, which no analogy will admit 
— ^there must be some point in which matter and spirit are 
united ; and that point man. Instead of a dull, leaden, 
material universe, hard, and cold, and heavy, springing from 
dust, and unto dust returning, all around me becomes ani- 
mate with energy, and happiness, and hope. I stand, as it 
were, at the entrance of a garden of delight, and neither 
fear the time when the door will be opened for me to go in, 
nor mourn without comfort for those who have passed be- 
fore me. But I keep you standing here, and, doubtless, 
you have heard sermons enough before now, from wiser 
hps than mine." 

" I rejoice to hear you talk so, Charles," rephed his 
fiiend. " Sit down, and go on in that strain for as long as 
you will. Your words have given me comfort already ; and 
such thoughts, when I can but grapple with them, al- 
ways do." 

" They are better than the bottle," rephed his compan- 
ion, with a smile ; " for they are of a finer flavor, a more 
persisting influence, and they leave neither head-ache, nor 
heart-ache behind them. But come, let me be the com- 
panion of your ramble. We can talk as we go, and 
extract some amusement firom every thing we see." 

^ And, perhaps, some instruction too," replied Adrian. 
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** Do you know, Charles, in -what my dreaminess has ended ? 
In a conviction that there is no object so worthy of philo- 
sophical desire as tJie definite. Cloudy imaginations, ever 
quivering doubts, hanging on a diamond-axised balance, 
the pursuit of shadows that elude the grasp — the butterflies 
of boy-philosophy — have no longer charms for me. Unsat- 
isfactory, delusive, vain, mocking one like wandering lights 
in a morass, they leave nothing stable to rest upon. I want 
the substantial and the true. I am resolved, Charles, to 
seek t?ie definite^^ 

" Where will you find it ?" asked his companion, with a 
laugh. " Sogno delta mia vita e il corso interoP 

" I shall find it, I trust, in my own heart," replied Adrian, 
gravely. " I will question it of all things. I will know of 
it what it is, what it contains, what it requires. I will sit 
me down, and let mind speak to spirit, under an inquisition 
from which it shall not escape. All my Hfe, hitherto, has 
been passed in seeking, if not finding, just notions of exter- 
nal things. It is time I should know something of myself" 

" A personage who always slips from us, when we think 
we have got him by the shoulder," replied Charles Selden. 
"Nevertheless, I applaud your resolution, Adrian. It is 
always well to hunt the devil, even if we do not run him 
dovim. We learn all his tricks and turnings, if we cannot 
catch him at last. But you will have to look yourself out a 
hermitage ; for self is a gentleman who can only be dealt 
with in single combat. A number of seconds spoils the 
fencing." 

"I have determined so to do," answered Adrian Brewer- 
ton. "Nay, more; I think I have heard of one, where I 
can be as solitary as I desire. I foimd a place advertised in 
last week's journal, of which, the utmost efibrts of the pro- 
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prietor, to make his description cheerful and sociable, only 
served to give a picture full of silent retirement, such as I 
wish for. I spoke about it to the person to whom 
applicants were referred, and asked if he had seen it. He 
shrugged his shoulders, and said it would never do for me ; 
which made me think it would do exactly. There is one 
farm-house, over the hill, at three miles' distance ; two old 
maids, living half a mile beyond that, and another farm- 
house, not more than five mjjes to the westward. It has 
the benefit of the easterly winds, with some spasmodic gusts 
from the north, to set the windows rattling — a grove of 
red pine, and some fields that have not been exhausted 
by over-tillage. I shall go out and see it soon ; and if I 
find that it answers its description, and that all the marvel- 
lous beauties and conveniences I have described are not 
the floui-ish of a rhetorical auctioneer, I will buy it." 

" Buy it !" exclaimed his friend. 

" Why not ?" said Adrian. " My father left a consider- 
able sum in ready money, and this place costs but a few 
thousand dollars." 

" Well, let us go together, this very day, and see it,** 
said Charles Selden. " But be sure you will get sick of it 
and the definite in six months." 

"I think not," replied Adrian Brewerton. " But even if 
I do, I can sell it" 

" Not always possible," answered his friend. " Markets 
for such commodities may be difficult to find." 

" Then it can stand vacant," replied Adrian. 

" But the loss of interest, and the taxes," said Charles. 

" Never mind the taxes," replied Adrian Brewerton. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

But o^er the twilight groves and dusky caves, 
Long-soonding aisles^and intermingled graves, 
Black melanclioly sits, and round her throws 
A death-like silence, and a dread repose. 

Pope. ^''Eloiaa and AbelardJ' 

The morning was as bright, as if summer had been in 
its prime, when Adrian Brewerton and Charles Selden, leav- 
ing the carriage which had brought them to the top of the 
hill, walked down the slope towards the dilapidated columns 
of brick-work which had once formed a gateway to the 
strange old house which has been described in our first 
chapter. Adrian Brewerton carried a large key in his 
hand ; for the person to whom the selling of the house was 
entrusted, although he undoubtedly expected to be paid for 
his pains, had declared — with that cool indifference which 
many pei-sons mistakenly imagine to be independence — that 
" He guessed he could not take the trouble of going out ; 
but that Mister might have the key and look at it himself. 
Then, if he liked it, he did ; and if he didn't like it, he did 
not. That was all." 

As they had turned away from his house, Adrian had 
merely noticed his behavior by nodding to Charles Selden 
and saying, " Independence ! " 

" Pooh, nonsense, Adrian," replied his friend, " a man 
may be independent and civil — free as the air, and yet 
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obliging — a Republican, a democrat if you will, and yel 
honest. Now I do not call this honest. This man has 
undertaken to sell this house, is to be paid for it, and wiU 
take care that he is paid for it ; but yet he will not go a 
few miles to perform the very duty he undertakes, and 
covers his neglect to his own eyes, under the plea of inde- 
pendence. There is something of fanaticism in it too ; for 
the fanaticism of liberty has in a great degree, in these 
States, supereeded the fanaticism of religion, and one is not 
much better than the other. They call a Frenchman insin- 
cere ; but how much more pleasure, and profit, too, does 
one get out of a Fi*enchman's insincerity, than out of the 
brutality of such a fellow as this." 

He went on endeavoring to prove three very remarka- 
ble positions : First, that a Frenchman was not naturally in- 
sincere, but that his large promises notwithstanding small per- 
formances, proceeded altogether from the same good-humor 
which induced him always to do any thing to serve another, 
when he could do so without great peiK)nal inconvenience : 
Secondly, that the Frenchman's good-humor, and the cour- 
teous manners even of the peasantry, did not proceed from 
education or custom, or even the long training of genera- 
tions, but from race : and thirdly, that there was at least as 
much (if not more) real vanity latent in the rough incivility 
of several branches of the Anglo-Saxon race, as in all the 
gay and dashing boasting of the Frank. 

We do not mean to say that he proved these proposi- 
tions ; and it would not very much interest the reader, per- 
haps, to hear how he supported them. There he stood 
before the gates with Adrian Brewerton, and a smile upon his 
countenance as he marked the melancholy aspect of the place. 

The morning was as bright as summer, we have said. 
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The sun was doing his best to make every thing look gay, 
as if be had been hired by an auctioneer for the purpose. 
The sky was clear and blue, without even a haze upon it, or 
a vapor in the atmosphere. The light breezes waved about 
the branches of the trees, and spoiled round the old walls, 
like children playing at hide and seek, and seemed lyingly 
to give out that they were the habitual denizens of the 
valley, when, in truth, it was more frequently the meeting- 
place of the grown-up sons of -^lus. Still it looked deso- 
late, solemn, cold, and gloomy, in spite of all that sun, and 
sky, and breeze could do. There was a sadness about it — 
a stem, repulsive gravity, Hke the aspect of a man whose 
heart is withered in hard and selfish toils. 

Adrian Brewerton did not seem to notice this dull as- 
pect at all. He was in a reverie of some kind, whether 
brown or blue, we know not ; and he looked as grave as 
the house, while pacing along the little pebbled path, from 
the gateway to the door, he trod down remorselessly the 
tufts of grass which had taken so long to grow up between 
the stones. He put the key in the door, and had his not 
been a very strong arm, and his grasp an iron one, when he 
chose to exert his powers, the key would have staid there 
for a very long time without turning ; for rust was in all 
the wards, and the bolt was growing to the staple. 

His first effort to open the door was unsuccessful ; and 
Charles Selden exclaimed with a laugh, " Depend upon it, 
Adrian, this door is like that especial one in great Dutch 
houses of the old school, which is only opened thrice du- 
ring the earthly sojourn of any man — when he goes to be 
christened, to be married, and to be buried. I will run 
round and see if there is not some more practicable en- 
trance." 



120 ADRIAN ; OR, 

He returned in a minute after, exclaiming, " Here is a 
door, Adrian, that requires no key at all ; for there is no 
lock upon it. Depend upon it, that is the family entrance ; 
for the grass is not half as stiff and independent as here, and 
there is actually an old hen in the yard, who informs me 
that she laid the first egg after the flood. 

This was said as he came round the house ; but before 
the last joke was discharged, Adrian, who was not easily 
turned from his pui-poses, had forced the key round m the 
lock, and they entered by the front door. 

There were great wooden window-shutters against the 
windows, fastened by a beam, rather than a bar ; but these 
were removed, with some trouble, and the light was let into 
the rooms on the right and left of the entrance-halL The 
daylight certainly seemed to find itself in a strange place ; 
for the taking down of the shutters had stiiTed a quantity 
of venerable dust, which began gamboling with the one ray 
of sunshine which found its way in, in a very improper man- 
ner, considering the age of the parties. It must have been 
n great relief to the dust, but somewhat oppressive to the 
sunshine. Adrian looked around the large, panelled room ; 
and even, with the aspect of that, he did not seem displeased ; 
and when he went into the opposite room, ornamented with 
the hunting scene, he seemed better pleased still. 

" I will sit there, Charles," he said, pointing with a smile 
from the one chamber to the other. " I will sit there, when 
I want to think ; here, when I want to dream." 

" And where when you want to go to bed ?" asked 
Charles Selden. 

" That we will see presently," answered Adrian ; and go- 
ing up the great staircase, he entered four of the rooms 
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upon the first floor, which afforded a favorable specimen, 
being the last occupied and the best preserved in the house. 
He visited no more. " These will do," he said, dryly. " I 
will have this room for myself; that for you, Charles, when 
you come to visit me ; that for a gardener ; and that for an 
old woman to cook our dinner." 

" Very old !" said Charles Selden, in a monitory tone, 
" and I don't know that even that will do ; for, if a man were 
to live here six months, I think he would many his great- 
grandmother — up to which degree I believe the canoir 
reacheth not" 

** No fear," replied Adrian Brewerton ; and descenii^ing 
to the great panelled room again, he stood for a mon^ept in 
the middle of the floor, looking across the ray of sunshine, 
in which were still dancing the busy motes, so like the 
thoughts, and hopes, and purposes of life. At length, he 
said suddenly, " Do you know, Charles, this is my birth- 
day? I am one-and-twenty years of age to-day — a new 
starting-place — a starting-place for any goal I please — a 
thousand courses around me — a thousand careers to choose 
from ; and yet but one that is right, and worthy, and noble. 
Is it not worth while to pause a httle, and enquire which, of 
all the many, that one is ?" 

** Well worth the while, indeed," replied Charles Selden, 
in a graver tone ; " but still more worth the while to take 
the course, and pursue it steadily, when you have found it, 
if ever you do. Men's lot in life — men's conduct in their 
career, even, depends not on themselves. Accident — cir- 
cumstance, affects them from the beginning of life to the 
end. It is well to say, I will examine and I will choose ; 
for examination and choice may do something ; but still, 
my dear Adrian, never dream that you will be able to fix 

• 
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upon any direct line that you can follow directly. That 
depends upon the will of God, upon the acts of men, upon 
the thousand chances and changes of the world. Man is a 
race-horse, running his course between two walls, within 
which he may de\iate, to a certain degree, but beyond 
which he cannot go ; while all the time the whip and spur 
of the hard rider, Fate, is forcing him onwards. — ^But who 
have we here ? You seem thi'eatened with visitors already. 
What will become of your solitude, if all the old gentlemen 
jn the township come to call upon you ?" 

" There are doors," replied Adrian, drily. 

"Some of them without locks," said Charles Selden. 
"But who is this grave and reverend signor, I wonder?" 

The j)erson who had attracted his attention, and upon 
whom Adrian Brewei'ton's eyes were now also fixed, was a 
respectable-looking old man, of about sixty years of age. 
He was dressed in a suit of brown broadcloth, and wore a 
peculiarly low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat One of his 
legs was somewhat bowed, as if fi'om an accident of ancient 
date ; but yet he limped a little still, as ho walked across 
the pebbles towards the house. He seemed in a meditative 
mood ; his eyes, which were small and gray, being turned 
upon the gi-ound, and his hands held behind his back, so 
that Adrian and his companion had ample opportunity of 
examining him. 

The result was not altogether agreeable to Charles 
Selden. There was a look about tlie man difficult to 
describe by any other teiin than " not natural ;" and yet it 
was impossible to say, what was the fine shade which marked 
out this sort of doubtfulness of expression. It was natural 
for an old man to walk slowly — natural for a lame man to 
hmp — natural for a thoughtful man to look down — natural 
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for a serious man to wear a grave and steady countenance. 
But yet, all these naturals, to the eyes of Charles Selden — 
and sharp eyes they were — seemed a little overdone. 
Whether it was his habit of dissecting the body and laying 
bare the muscles, and tendons, and filaments, and nerves, that 
had engendered in him the custom of anatomizing the mind, 
and laying bare those emotions, and principles, and motives, 
and secret sources of action, which are, in fact, the muscles, 
and sinews, and nerves of the spirit, down to their finest 
threads; or whether it was that intuitive perception of the 
workings of the minds of others, which some men possess ; 
certain it is, that Charles Selden often detected, by very 
shght indications, that which was passing in the breast of 
the most covert, and the most cautious. 

The effect upon the mind of Adrian Brewerton was dif- 
ferent. He thought the old gentleman a very respectable- 
looking old gentleman, and that was all ; and, although he 
was not one of those who pin their faith upon respectable 
persons, yet, he was not inclined to enquire further without 
necessity. 

A necessity for enquiring further soon came ; but Adrian 
Brewerton did not yield to it. The old man passed the 
windows of the^room in which they were, without seeming 
to notice whether they were open or not ; but when ho 
came to the great door, he gave a httle start, as if with sur- 
prise, to see that it was not closed ; and then mounting the 
green and mouldy steps, he looked in, and gave a tap upon 
the wood-work. 

" Come in," said Adrian Brewerton, aloud ; and in 
walked the old gentleman accordingly. 

He looked up benignantly ; first in the face of Charles 
Selden ; but that did not seem to suit him, and he turned 



124 ADRIAN ; OR, 

his eyes to Adrian, whose deep mourning, and handsome 
person, certainly gave him a more interesting appearance. 

" Pray, is either of you the gentleman," he said, " who, 
I am told, has bought this place ?" 

" I certainly have not bought it yet," rephed Adrian 
Brewerton. " But what if I had, my good friend T 

" Why the people did say there was somebody had 
purchased it, or was going to purchase it," said the old man, 
in a somewhat maudlin tone — telling a great falsehood, by 
the way ; for nobody had said any thing of the kind, or 
even dreamt that any one was ever likely to purchase it 
to the end of history. " I only thought, that if it was sold, 
I might as well put in a good word for myself; for you 
see, sir, I was gardener here a long while ago — ^well nigh 
twenty years, I calculate — and I do love the old place, 
notwithstandinor. You can't think how often I come down 
here — ay, and many a half day's work I do, tiying to keep 
things clear at the back of the house ; but the weeds get 
ahead of me, do what I will. It's curious to see how they 
do grow when there's nobody to look after them. Well, 
there is an old hen, and there was an old cock, too, till this 
time last year, hanging about the place, just as I do. They 
were the last of the breed that they used to have here, and 
a fine breed it was ; but having no one to care for them, 
they had grown most savag5 creatures hke. I used to 
think there were three of us ; but last year the old cock 
died ; and so, I thought, when I heard the place was sold, 
and seeing you two gentlemen here, I would just say a 
good word for myself, and ask if you wanted a gardener ; 
for I ben about the place more or less, forty years, man 
and boy, and I can do a good day's work yet." 

"I do want a gardener, and you shall be the man," 
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said Adrian Brewerton, laying his hand kindly on the old 
man's shoulder. 

" But what are your wages ?" asked Charles Selden. 

It was a difficult thing to get him to say. He guessed 
he had so much, and he calculated that he could make so 
much in the year by journey-work ; and he was more des- 
perately indefinite than is customary in any other part of 
the world. But the matter was at length settled by the 
offer of a distinct sum by Adrian, and a demand of three 
dollars a month more by the gardener. Adrian then made 
some enquiries respecting the best plan of getting the place 
put in order, gave a few directions of no great consequence, 
and walked away towards the carnage on the hill, with the 
full determination of concluding his purchase at once, and 
installing himself in the place as soon as possible. 

Charles Selden walked by his side in solemn silence. 

" Well, Charles r said Adrian, better pleased with the 
day's work than he had been with many a one before. 

" Well, Adrian ?" replied Charles, in a grave tone. 

" What are you thinking of?" asked Adrian. 

"Of how mad a man may be without knowing it," 
answered his friend. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

Patience I preach it to the winds, 
To roaring seas, or raging fires ! the knaves 
That teach it, langh at you when you believe 'em. 

Otwat. *' The Orphan,'" 

As the variety of human noses is infinite, so is the varietrf . . 
of human tastes. That, we think, is a good broad propositioiii 
which would require a very stout critic to deny it Some.-. 
men love moving into new houses. Some men love packing 
and unpacking. To some there can be nothing more ab- 
horrent than the one, except the other. With Adrian 
Brewerton, however, mixed feelings were at work. He waa. 
not very fond of migration. He was not at all like a friend 
of ours, of whom it was said by a caustic acquaintance, that 
if he were in Heaven, he would not be satisfied without see- 
ing the other place. To explain the matter phrenologicallj, 
and in due order, we may state that every organ of the 
brain may be considered as having three separate quahties 
or faculties : a propensity or aflKction, a capability, and a re- 
tentiveness or memory. Adiian had the organ of locality 
strongly developed : he had the capability of rapidly dis- 
covering all the bearings or relations of a place : he had 
a memory of places which neyer failed him, and he could 
have gone into every nook and corner which he had known 
in childhood, without forgetting one step of the way thither : 
he had, moreover, the propensity or affection for a place 
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which he inhabited, in sufficient strength to make him ad- 
here to it, unless some powerful reason existed for quitting 
it, and to cause him to view any other place with less 
affection. 

In the present case, however, he was influenced by that 
theoretical view of realities which is so often like a rotten 
ladder, the rounds of which break down under us when we 
begin to climb them. He was not exactly a builder of cas- 
tles in the air ; for he always anxiously sought for more 
solid materials — at least to construct the foundations withal. 
But we are afi*aid the cement was somewhat given to crum- 
bling. However, he was fond of building in this sort ; and 
he had raised up an edifice of purposes and resolutions, 
which — however unfit for habitation in the eyes of his 
friend, Charles Selden — he was fiercely anxious to enter 
into ; and as the vestibule thereof was the old house over the 
hills, he made extreme diligence to get there as soon as 
possible. A gnat will keep a man awake more surely than 
a thunder-storm ; and though we grumble very much at 
the small things of life, and abuse destiny for bothering us 
with petty cares, we are not sure that any thing serves bet- 
ter to bring us to our senses. The innumerable annoyances of 
getting into a new house — especially in a coimtry where every 
tradesman thinks he lays you under an obligation, who sells 
you a ball of twine for twelve and a half cents, and where you 
are obliged to court a carpenter to work at two dollare a day, 
with base prostrations and cajolery, which the meanest cour- 
tier would not condescend to offer to sovereign or prime 
minister — had nearly dispelled all Adrian's illusions with re- 
gard to quiet retreats, and thoughtful solitudes. All other 
sovereigns, an independent man may get rid of, by never 
going near them ; but the sovereign ]>eo] le comes to him, 
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and bullies him in his bed-chamber. Satan Montgomery, 
when he wrote upon the omnipresence of the Deity, never 
thought of the omnipresence of the sovereign people, or wc 
should have had a terrible Canto of it 

Adrian wanted but little here below ; but yet that little 
was not to be had without more plagues than ever infested 
Egypt Half a dozen chairs, a table, a frying-pan, a &h- 
kettle, ditto for tea, a spit — in that golden age stoves were 
•not invented, Allah Kerim ! — a bed to he upon, a plate to 
eat out of, a cup to drink from, a book-case, and a tight roof 
over his head, were all he wanted, with the exception of a 
cook. 

His impatience met with many salutary checks. The 
American people are the most patient in the world, and they 
are quite right to be so ; for they will get no one to move 
a step faster, fret they ever so fretfully. But Adrian was of 
an impatient spirit, and now he was getting his drubbing — 
that drubbing which is so necessary to eveiy young man in 
life, from the hard fat cudgel of the world, against which 
there is no shield — no stiiking again. 

The upholsterer received his orders, and took them 
down in a book. He received his money also, and gave a 
receipt for it ; for Adrian thought that slippery metal, gold, 
would grease the go-cart of the upholsterer's upholstery. He 
was very much mistaken, however. The good man guessed 
that it was a long way to send the things : that his horses 
and carts had a great deal to do just then ; that if Adrian 
had been but three days sooner, he could have sent them 
more easily; and when the young gentleman entreated him, 
as he had never entreated man before, and never entreated 
woman in his life, the only reply he got was, '* Waall, I 
guess I can send them out the week after next." 
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The secret of all this, was, that at that time, there ex- 
isted but one upholsterer in the place. Rushing away from 
the shop, he hurried to a man who let carts and horses, agreed 
to pay an enormous price for the carriage of his furniture, 
and got it all over to his proposed dwelling place — with two 
legs upon every table, and three upon most of the chairs. 
Some indeed, like the old soldier, " had but one leg, and 
that was a wooden one." It need hardly be mentioned 
that the crockery was a mash. 

Next came the evils of the cabinet maker and joiner. 
We need not dwell upon them ; but what between guess- 
ing upon broken tables, and calculating upon rotten doors, 
they well nigh drove Adrian Brewerton mad. 

His last trouble before entrance, was with the cook. He 
had a great many who came to see him in answer to his ad- 
vertisement ; but with most of them, it was evidently a cook's 
choice of a master, not a master's choice of a cook. One 
did not like to go so far into the country, and declined at 
once. One actually accepted the situation, went out, saw 
the house, came back again, and brought her box with 
her. Another — an awful old mulatto woman — was affect- 
ed by more human considerations. She inspected Adrian 
very closely, and then said she guessed she should not hke 
to help so young a man. 

"My good woman, you would not be in the slightest 
danger," repKed Adrian, and civilly showed her to the door. 

At length, however, came a good old creature who 
seemed to look upon the young man with a certain degree 
of compassion. She said she had no relations, and few 
fiiends, and the country was the same to her as the town. 
She was tired of seeing so many people's faces, she said. 
She did not add, that she was tired of seeing so many who 
6* 
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took no interest in her ; but we believe, that feeling was at 
the bottom of her heart She called him, " my dear," too, 
as if he had been her own boy ; and Adrian liked her for it 
A kindly word, however familiar, was so much better than 
the answers of all those cold, hard, independent incarnations 
of selfishness, which he had hitlierto seen. He asked her 
very few questions. She might be a good cook, or no cook ; 
he djd not care a jot She might not know a rump of beef 
from a calf's ear; it was all the same to him: she had 
spoken kindly, and civilly, and that was enough. He was 
resolved to have her, if she was to be had. He would not 
cheat her, however. He told her that it was a very melan- 
choly place, to which he was going. He drew the most 
forlorn and deplorable picture of the house that it is possible 
to conceive ; but, she replied, that she did not care ; she was 
not accustomed to be melancholy, although she had had 
enough to make her so. She had lost a husband, and a 
son, and heaven knows how many daughters — all of them 
had been cooks but one, who couldn't, because she died an 
infant ; and the matter was then speedily settled. She was 
resolved to go and take care of the young man ; and he was 
resolved to be taken care of. So one morning they jogged 
out together in a neat wagon, drawn by one horse, both of 
which Adrian had lately purchased. 

Then began the long catalogue of wants, which always 
present themselves when you imagine that you have pro- 
vided for every thing. To hear the cook's enumeration, one 
would have supposed that Adrian had never been at the 
upholsterer's, or the chinaman's, or the hardwareman's, at 
alL There were no pillow-slips ; there were no sauce-pans ; 
there were no skewers ; there were no glasses ; there was no 
seive ; there was no — ^but why should we protract the cat- 
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alogue? There was not anything in short, but broken 
chairs and tables, a battered pot, a bent spit, and a bas- 
ket of cracked crockery. 

" From the sublime to the ridiculous," said a very great 
httle man, "there is but a step;" and in the mind of 
Adrian Brewerton, there was a struggle, as to which step 
the course of events should take. It ended in a laugh, 
however, which was a relief to him ; for he had not 
laughed for many a day. The cook laughed too, which 
was a greater relief to him still ; for the doleful face with 
which she recapitulated all that she lacked, had made 
him almost fear that, in mere despair, she too would carry 
herself oflf to the town, and take her box with her. 

" Now listen to me, my dear," she said, in a motherly 
kind of tone. " I guess the best thing for you to do, will 
be, to let me have the waggon and horse, and I will go 
over to the town and get what's wanted. All the heavy 
things are here, and amongst them all, we can make out 
something to sit upon, and eat upon, and sleep upon, 
and I can bring all the rest that's wanted back in the 
waggon." 

" But can you drive V asked Adrian. 

" I guess I can," she answered ; and so it was settled. 
The horse was put to the carriage, and money into her 
hand, and away she went to the town, while Adrian and 
the gardener set to work to put up the beds, and arrange 
the furniture. The bedsteads had been already mended 
as far as they had needed it, by a stray carpenter, who 
had consented with some difficulty to come and do what 
was required in the house, but who had taken himself oflf, 
after having repaired the bedsteads, saying 'he guessed 
it would take too much time and trouble to do the rest 
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The gardener worked away with a right good will, however. 
He was slow and quiet, and marvellously sleek, but he 
seemed to understand all sorts of contrivances, and to 
possess a vast fund of resources. 

In that early age of society, a number of those admira- 
ble inventions did not exist, which have since been intro- 
duced for the purpose of abridging man's comfort, and 
making him hardy and enduring. Amongst other things 
wanting to that epoch, were the peculiar knife-trays in which 
men now sleep, uncanopied, uncurtained, and very often 
uncovered, which are called French bedsteads — though we 
suspect the first inventor of them was Procrustes. The 
beds at that time in existence, consisted of four-posters, half- 
testers, tents, and truckles ; and Adrian Brewerton, with a 
wide and liberal spirit, had purchased a four-post bedstead 
for himself, another for the one friend whom he proposed to 
admit, and two half-testere for the two servants. The room 
appropriated, in Adrian's imagination, to his friend Charles 
Selden, had two doors and two windows in it, and Adrian 
fixed in his mind upon one particular spot, as the place for 
the bed ; but while his back was turned upon some other 
errand, the gardener began putting up the bed with the 
head right against one of the doors, which certainly did not 
appear to have been opened for some years. When the 
young gentleman returned, he remonstrated against this 
proceeding; but the gardener was supplied with suflficient 
reasons, representing to his new master that the door only 
opened upon the back passage, which, as he stated, sent up 
a quantity of wind, suflScient to make a line-of-battle ship 
go fourteen knots an hour, and showing that the head-board 
and fluted drapeiy of the bed would shelter its occupant 
fix>m the unseasonable visitations of Boreas. This satisfied 
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Adrian, who only wanted a reason ; and the bed was allowed 
to remain in the position the gardener had assigned to 
it. Thus the head was against the wall with a door in it, 
and the foot was turned towards the window on the right- 
hand side of the room, which commanded a view through 
the trees, and up the bare hill, and was precisely under that 
other window, mentioned in a former chapter, out of which 
an unfortunate young lady was said to have precipitated 
herself a good number of years before. 

But poorly Adrian fared that day ; tor there was noth- 
ing to eat, and nobody to cook it. He did not mind that 
much, however. The beds were up, and that was some- 
thing done ; and just at nightfall the old woman, Mrs. Gay- 
lor, returned with the wagon piled up so high, that Adrian 
ahnost fancied she intended to imitate the tower of Babel. 
An hour of semi-darkness was passed in unloading; and 
certainly an abundance of comforts which Adrian would 
never have thought of, soon surrounded him, and made 
his desert blossom like a garden. A good supper conclud- 
ed the day ; and Adrian, tired out in mind and body, lay 
down to rest, and for eight hours slept the sleep of labor. 
If all the spirits that ever came out of Tophet, or went into 
it, had danced Sir Roger de Coverly over his head, he would 
not have heard a foot-fall that night. 

The next day, the old woman found out that it would 
be necessary to go to the town again. Oil, pepper, and 
mustard, were wanting, candlesticks, snuffers, and trays — 
they had been using lanterns the night before. Something 
to cover the worn-out floore of the house was also required. 
Basins, ewers, and et ceteras, to supply the place of the de- 
funct crockery ; a basting ladle, a dredger, a colander, a 
dripping pan, a chopper, and heaven only knows how many 
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things besides, were all lacking in the kitchen. Away she 
went, leaving some meat ready dressed for " those she left 
behind her ;" and Adrian, to say the truth, was quite happy 
when she was gone ; for her daily catalogues were begin- 
ning to grow tiresome. The beds were put up too : he had 
nothing to do ; and as the main feature of his whole scheme 
was, that he should be saved all trouble but that of think- 
ing, he fondly fancied that his fehcity was beginning. Up 
and down the garden, and along the road that led to the 
pine-wood, he walked for two hours, with his hands behind 
him. 

In the mean while the gardener found plenty of occu- 
pation. He bustled in the house, and out of the house, in 
the garden, and out of the garden, and three times came 
up to the young gentleman to tell him what he had done 
to put the place to rights. But Adrian was, by this time, 
in one of his fits of thought, and sent him away unceremo- 
niously with a short answer. It is not at all an uncommon 
practice with old foxes, when taking new service, to delude 
their masters into conversation with them, not for the pur- 
pose of " entangling them in their talk," but just as a sea- 
man throws a leaded line into the sea, to discover the depth 
of tlie waters, and the nature of the bottom. If such was 
the good man's intention, Adrian's taciturnity and thought- 
fulness served him as well as any thing else ; and once he 
hmped away from him with a smile. 

However that might be, the day wore away ; the old 
woman returned; her purchases were distributed, and 
Adi*ian went to bed. He was sleepy from monotony, but 
not tired ; and the result was, that about the middle of the 
night he started up suddenly, fully convinced that he heard 
a great noise. He hstened, his head full of the fumes of 
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sleep, which sometimes are as bad as those of brandy. He 
could have sworn that he still heai'd the running of feet 
upon the upper floor, though the sound was not so violent 
as it had appeared magnified by slumber. Oh, lucifer 
matches ! why were you not invented ? The helpless 
housewife of those days had to hammer a flint and steel 
together tor half an hour, and blow an any thing but odorif- 
erous piece of tinder for the other half, before she could 
hght the morning fire ; so that there was no hope of Adrian 
getting a hght to see what was going on. He was stout of 
heart, however ; and he opened the door, and went out into 
the passage in the darkness. The sounds instantly ceased, 
when the door opened ; but not satisfied, Adrian felt his 
way to the room of the gardener, and shook his door, which 
was locked. At first, there was no response; but after 
Adrian had thumped for a minute or two, a sleepy-toned 
voice from within asked, " What's the matter ? — what's the 
matter ?" 

" What is that noise, Palham ?" asked Adrian, sharply ; 
" I hear people running about overhead." 

" Only the rats, sir ; only the rats," replied the gardener. 
" They do make an awful din, at times. I han't been able 
to sleep all night for them ;" and a loud snore, which suc- 
ceeded the moment aft;er, testified his strong intention of 
making up for lost time. 

Left without resource, Adrian returned to his own room, 
and though he lay awake for nearly an hour, suffered no 
farther disturbance that night 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

Nam genoB et proavos, et quae non fecimns ipd 
Yiz ea nostra voco. 

Ovid. 

Stemmata quid faciont ? quid prodest, Pontice, longo 
Sangaine censeri. 

JmrxNAL. 

The principal medium of terrestrial locomotion in the days 
of Adrian Brewerton, was the stage-coach — called by popu- 
lar abbreviation " the stage." The American stage was — 
for it is a thing almost of the past — as unlike its English 
prototype as it is possible to conceive. In form it somewhat 
resembled those hereditary cradles which have been handed 
down from generation to generation in the families of some 
of the founders of the Repubhc : but with this difference, 
that the aforesaid stage-cradles were covered with a protect- 
ing roof. The springs were large, and limber, and the car- 
riage was perched upon them at a formidable distance from 
the wheels — so that whenever any unusual obstacle (and in 
spite of the bull, such unasual obstacles were common) had 
to be passed, the passengers within experienced a sensation 
such as must be felt by a bird, when he perches on a slen- 
der bough, on a tree-top in a heavy gale. The only out- 
side seat was the especial property of the driver — and as 
rich a specimen of originality was the Yankee stage-driver, 
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as any of his most famous British brethren could possibly 
be. This seat he occasionally allowed to be shared by some 
seductive traveller who had won upon his good graces by 
the well-timed offer of a cigar, or of another sort of refresh- 
ment, which (considering the existing legislation in some of 
the States) it were perhaps discreet not to particularize. 

There was no stage that passed nearer than two 
miles from Adrian Brewerton's new residence ; but upon 
such as there was, Charles Selden obtained a seat on the 
box one afternoon, and went down to visit his friend, whom 
he had not forewarned of his intention. He was compelled 
therefore to walk the two miles, ^vith his luggage under his 
arm ; which luggage consisted of one of those barrel-shaped 
black valises, which the country physician commonly car- 
ried strapped behind his saddle. It was night before 
his journey was accomplished; and on his arrival at the 
house, he found Adrian, whom he came upon by surprise, 
seated in the frescoed chamber, reading by the dim light of 
two dipped tallow candles, with a large black-letter volume 
open before him, which Charles did not remember to have 
seen in his friend's library before. 

" Well, Adrian," was his first exclamation, at the same 
time tossing his valise upon the floor at the other end of 
the room with the freedom of a privileged guest, " what in 
the name of the definite, and the exact, are you poring 
over now ?" 

Adrian colored slightly, but closed the book before him, 
and rose to welcome his fiiend, with a cprdiality of manner 
which he showed to few. There was something, however, 
in the meaning smile which still remained upon Selden's 
face — one of those smiles, in the light of which the sensitive 
are more uneasy than in the shadow of a frown — ^that in- 
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duced Adrian, after the first words of welcome had passed, 
to answer the question which his first purpose had been to 
evade. 

" It is only," he said abruptly, " an old book of marvels, 
descriptive of certain supernatural apparitions, more or leas 
apociyphal, which are said to have kept the Court of Den- 
mark in commotion for a long time, some two or three hun- 
dred years ago. It was evidently written with a full con- 
\iction of the truth of its contents, monstrous as they are. 
But it is none of my property, I can assure you, Charles. I 
found it the other day, in an odd corner of a closet attached 
to my bedroom. It is e^^dently an heirloom fix)m some 
former proprietor of this enchanted castle." 

" Why enchanted ?" asked the young phj^ician, quickly, 
fixing his eyes upon Adrian, as if he detected some pecuhar 
significance in the tone, rather than in the words. " Are 
you the enchanter, or the captive damsel ?" 

" Neither, or both, as you please," was the answer of his 
firiend. " But," he added after a moment, in a somewhat 
graver manner, " I do not undei'stand you, Charles. You 
have such a magazine *of profundity, both of look and speech, 
that I must confess you occasionally puzzle me." 

His friend made no reply, but taking up the book from 
the table, hastily turned over tlie leaves, apparently for the 
purpose of averting his gaze from his friend's face, until he 
could control the curious, meaning expression which his 
own features, in spite of his eflbrts, continued for some time 
to wear. At length he said, addressing himself rather to the 
volume in his hands than to Adrian, " There are mysterious 
legends current nearer at home than Denmark, if my friend 
the stage-driver is to be believed." 

Adrian looked enquiringly in his face ; but Selden did 
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not seem disposed to pursue the conversation in that direc- 
tion any farther ; and some supper was called for by the 
master of the house, and discussed by himself and his guest, 
the latter showing that neither walk nor drive had dimin- 
ished his appetite. 

During the meal, however, both were evidently thinking 
of subjects of much interest ; and after the supper-table had 
been cleared, and they were again left alone, a pause fol- 
lowed — one of those dull breaks, awkward enough to write 
about, but still more awkward to experience — a pause occa- 
sioned, not so much by want of matter for talk, as by a cer- 
tain antipathy to encounter some impending topic. We all 
have secrets of opinion, as well as secrets of fact ; some of 
them too subtle to be communicated through mere general 
sympathies, requiring in those to whom they are divulged, 
at least a harmony of sentiment in one particular direction. 
The mind has its instincts of self-defence and protection, as 
well as the body ; as also, we are quite sure, it has its in- 
stincts of attack. Wary fencers, whether they be so thi-ough 
long practice, or from the necessity of the moment, will 
cross swords, and watch their adversaries, long before any 
thrusting or parrying commences. 

There was little occasion for such a pause ; but while it 
lasted, so far as the countenances of the two friends gave 
indication of their thoughts, their minds seemed to be some- 
what differently occupied. Adrian appeared lost in inward 
reflection, while Charles Selden looked as if he were amusing 
himself with some problem beginning and ending with his 
host 

There was something in their mutual aspect, of the de- 
fence and the attack. 

The silence was broken by the rushing into the room of 
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a huge, black Newfoundland dog, who, almost upsetting the 
small table in the eagerness of his approach, threw himuself 
crouching, at Adrian's feet. 

" What a magnificent beast !" Charles exclaimed. 

" Yes, indeed," rephed Adrian, "he is as fine and as 
pure a specimen of the race as I ever met with. Old Keel- 
son, the fisherman, who has been to see me here, gave him 
to me as a companion for jny solitude. He had him direct 
jfrom the Banks : look at his feet ; look at the jetty black- 
ness of his hair ; look at his eye. There is no mongrel blood 
in him, Charles ; no crossing with the bull-dog, or the ma»- 
tifF — decent fellows enough in their way, by the by. He 
shows race as much in liis character, as he does in his 
appearance. How strange it is, Charles, that we all admit 
the importance of* good blood in brutes, while many deny 
tliat it is of consequence in man." 

" Is man then the king of brutes ?" replied Charles, with 
something approaching a sneer in his tone. " Is he a crea- 
ture that arrives at perfection by mere physical cultivation, 
and the improvement in instinct that accompanies it ? Is 
he altogether the slave of his organization, and of certain 
outward circumstances ; or has he, as his birthright, — be he 
rich or poor, high or low, Anglo-Saxon or Turk, — a soul 
which his own will, under the grace of God, may develop to 
equal perfection with any of his fellows? Has not man 
something so entirely distinctive from the rest of creation, as 
to stand at his birth, upon an elevation so lofty that the 
little accidents of extraneousness — the what has gone before, 
or the what may come after — whether, thi'ough inheritance, 
his nose be long or short, or his hair black, or auburn — 
whether his father was a mechanic, and his ancestor, in the 
fiftieth generation back, a prince ; or that ancestor a me- 
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chanic, and his father a prince— whether aU the honore of 
his race are numbered in the past, or are to be hoped for in 
the future : is not man, I say, raised upon such an elevation, 
as man, that all these petty accidents can only raise, or lower 
him, if at all, to an infinitessimal degree above or below his 
fellows ?" 

" I cannot altogether agree with you," Adrian rephed, 
with more eagerness than the occasion seemed to require. 
"Man is such a compound creature; the combination of 
spirit and of matter is so infinite ; the reflex action of each 
upon the other is so complex ; the animal (and I use the 
word in its better sense) in so many ways, which we can 
neither follow nor disentangle, controls and dominates the 
spiritual ; and that animal not only in its physical essence, 
but also in the feelings, sentiments, and affections which 
either belong to it, as of itself, or as dependencies of its 
organization, is so varied, influenced, and formed by circum- 
stances, that the mind — the soul, I may even say — will uncon- 
sciously foUow, and that to an infinite degree, impulses 
in which the animal has a vast share. Besides, we certainly 
inherit physical peculiarities from our parents, families, races ; 
and why not the nobler faculties too ?" 

"You are mistaken, Adrian," replied Charles. "You 
are greatly mistaken. There is nothing moral which we 
inheiit — not even those lower propensities which you would 
make part of our animal nature — that the soul of man cannot, 
should not, and the presumption is, will not conti-ol. Even 
our physical peculiarities are more of race than of family. 
The soul of man is an unity. God has so declared it, and 
so treats it in his providence. It can, and should, govern the 
whole mortal nature. Of education I admit the necessity ; 
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but the little prejudices of birth I can neither appreciate 
myself, nor justify in others." 

Adrian mused a moment, not seeming altogether satisfied 
with the reasoning of his friend. " At least, Charles, you 
will admit," he said, " that those born to an honorable name 
are influenced by an inducement not to sully it, which others 
do not feel." 

"Influenced by pride," Charles answered. "But the 
pride of mean extraction, the pride of poverty, the pride of 
creating as well as of inheriting, the pride of a thousand 
things, may do as much. Stick to your presumptions as 
much as you please, Adrian ; but do not let them influence 
yom* conduct. When you meet with an honest and culti- 
vated man, or a virtuous and noble woman, never stop to 
ask whether the father was a tinker or a courtier." 

Adrian was not yet convinced. He could not help 
thinking — and the reader must not accuse him of want of 
charity for so doing — that some people take a theory adapted 
to their own circumstances, and then reason up to it ; just 
as some writers select a title for a book, and then write up 
to it 

Perhaps, had his friend, Charles Selden, been bom a 
nobleman, instead of being a humble physician, and still rea- 
soned precisely in the same way (and, good reader, we have 
heard precisely similar reasoning from men of the highest 
worldly rank), he might have been equally suspicious of his 
sincerity. He might have said to himself " Here is a man 
who talks, by mere complaisance, in a way that he can 
afford to talk. Perhaps he fancies that he believes what he 
&&ys ; or perhaps he thinks that by the expression of such sen- 
timents, he is acquiring a double title to our respect." 
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Poor, weak human nature ! How often we are misled 
by our noblest impulses ! How often does the very desire 
of truth lead us into error ! As the too near consideration 
of an object blurs the sight, so does too earnest a desire to 
investigate a truth confuse our judgment Particularly is 
this the case, when we have some motive for wishing to be 
convinced in opposition to our prejudices. The very desire 
to beheve makes us suspect our own impartiahty. There 
was, perhaps, at the present moment, something in the mind 
of Adrian Brewerton, unknown to himself, which disturbed 
his views. He was too conscious of an anxiety to have 
prejudices overturned, which he was not yet thoroughly con- 
vinced were prejudices. He asked to have them overthrown 
by such reasoning as only the exact sciences will admit. He 
felt too deep an interest in the result of his conclusions to 
weigh arguments. It was mathematical demonstration he 
desired ; and he would have given the world to have had his 
preconceived impressions dispelled by a theorem. 

" I have seen something of the world," Charles Selden 
went on to say, after a short pause ; " nay, for one of my 
age, a good deal. As a stranger, and, I hope, a well- 
educated one, I have had opportunities, from time to time, 
of mingling in social circles abroad, to which one of my sta- 
tion, if a native, would not be admitted. I have tried not 
to be prejudiced ; and I have seen so much to admire, re- 
spect, and venerate in the most privileged classes of other 
lands, that I very early learned to scorn the miserable cant, 
very common in this country, which would paint men of high 
station as wanting in culture and qualities, just in proportion 
as their opportunities and privileges are great. But I must 
say — and fact is stronger than all argumentation — ^that I have 
found as great merit, as great intelligence, as great refine- 
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ment — and you may give the word all the fastidious signi- 
fication possible — in those of humble, as in those of higher 
origin. I know that you think, and many think with you, 
that ac([uired gentility is the gentility of pretension and 
vulgar parade, lacking the quiet, unconscious ease, gracious- 
ness, and simpUcity of gentle birth. So it often is in foreign 
countries ; and I fear so it must be in our own, to a great 
extent, if we ever have an aristocracy of wealth, the most 
vulgar of all aristocracies. But yet this is not always so any- 
where. Peers are sometimes as essentially vulgar as parve- 
nus ; and parvenus of all kinds are sometimes as refined as any 
peel's. What I demand is, that you test the indi\idual, and let 
him pass for what he is, whether he be an exception to his 
class, or not I have seen the truth of my impressions more 
decidedly exemplified in woman than in man — ^ and here 
again Charles Selden looked Adrian in the face, with one of 
his enquiring, half malicious glances ; but the only efiect he 
noticed was, that his friend slightly, and as it were mechan- 
ically, moved his chair. 

" I have seen a girl at Madrid," continued Charles, '^ who 
sold gloves behind the counter all day ; and in the evening 
I have seen the same girl walking in the Paseo, side by side 
with the bluest blood of Castile ; and in no respect — I speak 
in strong terms, but speak confidently — could the most 
supercilious accord the preference to the latter." 

"Pooh, pooh !" answered Adrian. "You had not suflSr 
cient opportunity of judging either the duchess or the glove- 
woman — at least, I hope not. A woman may walk well, 
and dress well, and lopk well, and yet not be a lady after alL" 

" Well, then, for an instance where 1 had better oppor- 
tunities, and where my judgment was confirmed by people 
very diflficult to please," Charles Selden continued. " I have 
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Been the daughter of an English serving- woman become the 
wife of a British peer, and equal, in all respects — in grace, 
and in refinement — the proudest descendant of the How- 
ards or the Talbots ; and to the credit of the great be it 
spoken, I have seen her cherished by them as one of them- 
. selves. I hardly need tell you, Adrian, that our own coun- 
try is full of instances of the kind. A lady is created by 
Grod's will and her own noble purposes — more than a lady, 
a queen cannot be." 

The last words — ^from what cause the reader must judge 
— seemed to produce a stronger impression on Adrian 
Brewerton than all that had gone before ; but just as he 
was about to reply, a heavy, grating noise overhead inter- 
rupted hinL It seemed as if something of unusual weight 
were dragged across the fl(K)r above. A metallic, ringing 
sound succeeded ; and then all was quiet again. 

Adrian sprang to his feet, and snatched up from the 
table one of the candles, which were aheady burning low, 
for the hour was somewhat late. Charles Selden did not 
move fix)m his seat ; but calmly asked his friend what was 
the matter. Adrian listened for a moment, without reply, 
and then, hearing nothing more, ht another pair of candles 
and reseated himself. 

"I cannot tell you what it is, Charles," he said; "I 
have seve^^ times been disturbed by similar sounds — gen- 
erally afber I had retired to rest ; but I never could get any 
clue to their cause. Sailor, the dog, seemed to be annoyed 
by them, at first, but now he has apparently lost aU sensitive- 
ness upon the subject, and I suppose the same will be the 
case with myself in time." 

The dog indeed, who for a long time had been quietly 
asleep in the comer, merely raised his head a little from 
' 1 
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liis ciwaeJ paws, nnil liftoil liis put in n listening iittitiule, 
niUioiit iiiij- ai'iii'ai'iiiicii (if irritiilioii. 

"IVtiple Kiiy," rcjuiiiL-il Uliiirlw Scldcii, with a slirtnU 
smile, " that yuur lioiiso is hauntcJ," 

" Do tlioy !" rejoined Adrian, drily, but with some 
appearance of aunoyauce. 

" They do, indeed," answered his Mend, with a LiugL, 
" Now t«ll mc, Adrian, liavc you any notion that such is 
the case yourself J" 

" None lit all," said Adrian ; " pray why do you ask l" 

"Only because I am ignoniiit of your opinions upon 
Bupcmatural appoanmccs," replied Charles Selden, " and 
from wliat I know of the constitution of your mind, I may 
have thought, tliat, although you have, perhaps, no very 
£xed belief in a. great many ^ings ttiat other people be- 
lieve, still yonr iniiigimition — or your intelleet, if you will — 
is not likely to be checked by tlie limits of what we matter- 
of-f;ict mm call (possibility." 

" My iiiti-Ui'ct and my imagination," replied Adrian, 
" are veiy dilKTvnt tbin^.'s, and acted upon in veiy difierent 
wnj-s. 'niroiigh the one, I receive things aa certainties; 
tlirough the other, only as possibilities. Tbrbugl 
nation, wc iiiipivlieii.l things, of ^^^i 
funiifdirs no lyi«'s — things of irbir^^^ban only * 
that vust chain of atuilogii.'s which BBbT&ll csiatonbe, il^tl! 
ual and luiitiTial. You ims-^iliility p^Q- " 

die infallibility i)f human jii.lgiueiit — ^yoii'i 

observers of tlio ]ihenomena of life — you scomeiB ( 
imagination — contine humanity to a very narrow sjiliero. 
I'id not Nenton discover the great princiiilo of gravitation, 
by a just use of his imagination as a co-laboi'OT of uitclhict, 
reasoning upon known analogira < And allbougli I hnve 
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no klca that this house is Imuntcd, ns you express it, I will 
say, since you have forced mc hikiii tlio suhjoi-l, tliat nil 
aiiali)j,'y, and hU reawiiiiig from mialogy, nru in fiivor of tlio 
jtossibility — mind the word, I say possibiUti/~-o! spiritual 
commiuii cation. Every step in the material creation, that 
ivo know, from the lowist organization up to man, has its link 
of connection with that above, Tliero is no soul below man : 
we believe that there b soul in him, and above hira ; for we 
have (Jod's word for it, jigiiinst which yon will not disjiute ; 
and why may not tlie spii'itual relationsliip, between Clod, at 
the summit of all tilings, and man, in whom occurs the junc- 
tion between spirit and matter, have as many connecting 
links as presentflicmselvcsfrominandoivuwai'ds? Or rather 
does not analc^- show that it must he so ? j\jid if so, may 
we not infer, that the order in tlie spiritual world, next 
above man — probably tliat of disembodied spirita^-haa a 
means of communiciiting with man himself r 

Charles Sclden was amased with his friend's eagerness ; 
but he only shook Ins hoail, as if he detected some woak- 
I in Adrian'a logic, which, at tbe moment, he did not 
■to pmut out. 

■went on warmly, " The world is full," 
Rof snpeniatiiral events. Tlio truth of 
DTitafijw can be investigate^ by any one individual ; but 
many of them are authenticated by evideuee as strong and 
as copious, aa would saflSce to convince iia of any other feet. 
niere is nothing, on the other hand, wJtbin our own actual 
knowledge to render such occurrences incredible by imply- ' 
ing an impo?aibiHty or an inconsistency with recognized 
truths. You, on your part, rest alone upon what you con- 
sider probabilities, in oppo«Uon to direct evidence and 
analogy. One or two, or oven mai^ tales of supernatural 
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agency may be overtlirown, or rendered doubtful ; but a 
single iiLstancc substantiated to our full conviction, proves 
more than a book full of suspicious marvels can make one 
doubt My father — I don't tliink you knew liim, Charles, 
but he was any thing but a credulous man — frequently re- 
lated to me a curious little incident When quite young, 
he was travelling in the East, "with a number of gentlemen, 
amongst whom was a young man from the Hague. The 
Dutchman was as cool and practical as his countrymen 
usually are. One night, at Constimtinople, ho dreamed that 
a friend, who had been recently married, was driving with 
his vfifQ in the neighborhood of the Ilague, that the horses 
took fright with tliem, that both of them were thrown from 
the carriage into a canal, and drowned. This dream he 
happened to rehite accidentally. Nothing more was said 
about it, until the party reached Cairo, some months latiT, 
■when a letter awaited the young Hollander, which con- 
firmed his dream in all particulars, even to the day, with 
one exception. Neitlier of his friends was drowned. The 
coincidence became a matter of jest, and was soon for- 
gotten. The party separated; but my &ther and the 
Dutch gentleman proceeded together to make a tour of 
Spain. After staying a week at Seville, they took mules for 
Madrid. The third or fourth day of their journey, my 
fether noticed that liis companion was unusually grave, and 
silent, and asked the reason. His friend answered, that 
■while at Seville, he had dreamed, an aunt, whom he very 
much loved, a younger sister of his mother, was dead, 
though he had every reason to believe her in perfect health. 
Tliis little incident, he said, he should never have thought 
of again, had it not been for the singular confinnation 
which his Turkish dream had received. My &ther 
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laughed ; and they proceeded on their way. At Madrid, 
there were no letters for the Hollander ; and nearly three 
months later, the two companions arrived at Paris, late in 
the evening. Their visits to their several bankers, they of 
course postponed until the next morning. My father re- 
turned with his letters, before his friend came back. When 
the latter entered the room, the expression of his face, my 
father assured me, he should never forget There was an 
open letter, edged with black, in his hand. His aunt was 
dead. She had died during the week which the two friends 
passed at Seville — ^whether on the day of the dream or not, 
it was of course impossible to say. Now, Charles, tell me, 
Was there nothing supernatural in this ? 

" There might be, or there might not," answered Charles 
Selden. " It might be merely a case of coincidence ; and 
to my mind, it is perhaps more extraordinary — considering 
the innumerable trains of cause and eflfect, which are con- 
tinually crossing, and recrossing each other in every direc- 
tion — that there are not more of such startling coincidences, 
than that some do occur, and are recorded. A man may 
eat under-done pork, have the nightmare, and dream that 
his aunt is dead, and his aunt may actually die on the same 
Bight, without there being any very logical connection be- 
tween the pork, and the nightmare, and the old lady. If 
the young man who had the nightmare, had dreamed that 
he had died, and did actually die, I could see some sort of 
connection." 

" You material philosophers," rephed Adrian, " are always 
inclined to slip out through the loop-hole of a joke ; but . 
with me this is one of the serious questions of life, Charles. 
I would fain know, as far as possible, all the reaUties that 
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surround me, and, hearing every argument upon the subject, 
that is really an argument, bring my mind to some definite 
conclusion." 

" Well, well, I will be definite," replied Charles Selden, 
with a laugh. " Kow let us to it, Adrian, like two bull-dogs, 
Let us lay down our propositions : you on the one side, I on 
the other: and defend them stoutly, merely as a matter of 
argument Perhaps between our two hard heads, we may 
knock out some spark of truth, at length." 

The conversation continued in the same strain, for more 
than an hour longer, till Charlies Selden began to yawn, and 
at length exclaimed, " Really, Adrian, you are getting be- 
yond my depth. Recollect, I have been just rattled in a stage, 
and have walked over a hill with that ponderous valise in 
my hand. It is past midnight, and methinks the most con- 
clusive argument would be bed — natural or supernatural, 
ghost or no ghost, I will — " 

Even as he spoke, the same strange noises which had 
interrupted them earlier in the evening, were suddenly re- 
peated ; but this time, they were much louder, and more 
distinct. To Adrian they seemed to come from a spot 
precisely over where they sat, but Charles Selden exclaim- 
ed, " That's right before the door ;" and darting to one of 
the windows, he drew back the thick moreen curtains which 
now shaded them. The moment he did so, both Adrian 
and he beheld, upon the trees opposite, not only the gleam 
of light which proceeded from the lower window, but a 
strange sort of reddish glare higher up, which seemed to 
come from a room in the upper story of the building. 

Snatching up a lantern wliich was standing in a corner 
of the room, Adrian lighted it, and ran towards the door, 
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while Charles Selden, seizing a stout cudgel which lay upon 
the table, followed his friend ; and in another moment they 
were standing on the gi*ass, under the trees. 

Each at once raised his eyes towards the upper win- 
dows ; and each beheld distinctly a bright hght streaming 
forth, and several dark figures passing across from one side 
to the other. 
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CHAPTEE XIY. 



And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue. 

Shakspeabx. ** EcmiCeL*' 



There was a dead silence. The eyes of both weie fixed 
upon that window, till the light began to fade away ; and 
then Charles Selden laid his hand upon Adrian's arm, grasp- 
ing it firmly, and whispering in his ear, " Have you arms in 
the house, Adrian T 

" None but my gun," replied his fiiend. " Why ?" 

" Because these are very substantial spirits indeed," an- 
swered Charles Selden ; " and we must find out what all this 
means — Quick, get the gun, if you will go with me. I 
have got a stick and a knife, which will do well enough ; and 
I will hunt them down, if I die for it — ^Make haste, make 
haste ; they are evidently going." 

Adrian sprang to the door, and ran up to his bed-cham- 
ber, where the gun stood charged. 

Charles Selden was after Mm in a moment, saying 
quietly, "Which is the way up P- 'and raising the lantern 
which his friend had set down on .the floor. 

"On my life, I don't know," replfed Adiian. "Stay, 
here is a staircase at the end of this paMge. It xnBBt lead 
somewhere." 
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" Assuredly," replied Charles Selden, dryly ; and hur- 
rying on together, they came to the foot of one of those 
rickety staircases, mentioned in the first chapter of this true 
history. Adrian sprang up first, cocking tlie gun as he 
went, and expecting undoubtedly to find a bright light, and 
a large party, either spiritual or temporal, assembled above. 

No light was there, and nothing of any kind to be seen, 
though they were now close to the very window where the 
figures had been apparent a moment before. But, as Adrian 
was ip the act of saying, " This is very strange," the sound 
of steps, seemingly running down a distant staircase, caught 
the ear of both. 

" Hark !" cried Charles Selden, " after them, after them T 
and on they ran together, guided by the noise. 

At the end of the long, wide corridor, they came sud- 
denly to the head of a small staircase, turning off to the 
left ; and Selden instantly pushed past his companion, hur- 
rymg down, and carr}ing the lantern. A small landing- 
place was found at the bottom of the first twelve steps ; and 
there, the voice of worthy Master Palham, the gardener, 
was heard exclaiming, in a dolorous and sleepy tone, " What's 
the matter ? What's the matter ? — It's only the rats, 
sir." 

Charles Selden, who never swore when he was cool, gave 
the speaker a profane benediction, without turning to look 
where he was, but recogniang the voice and not liking it, 
and still hearing steps running on before. Down the continua- 
tion of the 8t»rs he went, with Adriui doee at his heels ; 
and in a moment or two after, they were in the great, tall, 
well-smoked kitchen, with the wide-open jaws of the enor- 
mous fire-place gaping at them just oppodte. A door, opening 
into the little court-yard behind, movM alowly to, as they en- 
7* 



Ured, leading tliem to believe that somebody who liad just 
passed, had only paused to give it one pull after issuing 
forth. ITie two young men rushed at it tt^lher, and threw 
it wide open ; but the court-yard was in deep shadow ; the 
risen moon, somewhat cloudy and obscure, was casting all 
the light she gave on the other side of the house, and a low 
viai\, on the top of a slight rise, ran along at the distance of 
some forty or fifty yards. Adrian and Charles Selden both 
paused, and looked hurriedly around ; but nothing was to 
be seen. 

" Put oat the lantern, Charles ! Put out the lantern !" 
Bffld Adrian. " It only confuses us." 

Selden, however, instead of putting it out, placed it be- 
hind the kitchen door, iu doing which he was raised a cou- 
ple of steps above his companion, and the raoment he turned 
round again, he exclaimed, " There's a head. There's a 
head, beyond the wall— two men running down the slope, 
on my life !" 

Away went Adriau again. Away went Charles Selden — 
up to the wall, and over it in a moment 

" Hang it, take care of the gun," saJd Charles, " it was 
right at my head — There they go — there they go. We are 
well matclicd, tivo to two. Now for a race. Thev have gi-,t 
a good sta 1 kno sorocth ng fm t wo k 

" And i k to mj rambks I kno ery it p of the 
wood an, r d VJi in et II runn rg on 

The t o jprsoni, hun th j Tere pura u n n v 
clearly en h to be seen by ll e hilf-dtSded 1 f,ht 

direetmg 1 r iteps strught forward and as lat ai tl 
could go t ards that spot n the bottom f the II 
where the I ttl at road ly the sde of the stieaai ent 1 
the daric pine wood (^yhich mention ha& been made,^ 
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" We shall lose them amongst the trees," said Selden, 
with a sigh, keeping up close to Adrian. 

" No, ao," repUed hia friend. " The rocks are straight 
up, upon their left, and the river thirty foot down, on their 
right K they jump, they will break their necks. If they 
climb, we shall catch them." 

The words were hardly spoken, ere the men had 
reached the road, and plunged into the wood. Adrian and 
Charles followed like Hghtning; but in the wood all was 
darl^ess around. A momentary pause brought tlie sounds 
of rapid feet, beating tie road, to their eara, and on they 
rushed, ^ving the same indications of pursuit to those they 
followed. For about three quarters of a mile, the chase 
continued in solemn darkness, and with no alight risk ; for 
the road was not the best in the world, and there were 
occasional gaps and fissures extending from gulleys amongst 
the pines, across the path, near which, one false step might 
have precipitated either purauere or pursued info the deep 
below. 

At length the hmit of the wood was reached ; the goi^ 
spread out wider ; small scrubby trees and seedlings succeeded 
the tall gloomy trees ; the stream took a leap over the rock ; 
and thii path wa^; [ip;Ma clearly to be soen, descending the 
hill-side more liipi Jly than ever towards a wide extent of even 
ground, whicli lay between the foot of the acclivity, and the 
sandy shores of tiiat remarkable bay, by which so many an 
event had occurred affecting tbo thoughts, and feeUngs, and 
destiny, of Adrian Breworton, The two figures were still 
. before them, with the moon shining clear and bright, de- 
eded of her vapory veil. They seemed mo nearer than 
l)efure, however, and Adrian and Charles Selden put forth 
all their speed. But the parties w6re very equally matched ; 
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and for the next mile very little was gained by the pursuers. 
Tlien, indeed, the two other men seemed somewhat beaten. 
The distance diminislied slightly ; and Adrian said, in a 
panting voice, " We shall catch tliem, or drive them into the 
sea. The stream gi-ows deep and wide near the moutL I 
remember it well." 

" Tliey may take to tlie left, and along die sand," said 
Charles Selden, " or into tlie alder bushes amongst the 
swam[)S and ditches." 

** We can cut them oft'," answered Adrian. . 

"While this was 8ix)ken, both parties still continued run- 
ning on at furious speed ; and the race continued uninter- 
rupted for more than half a mile further. At the end ci 
that distance, however, two other men were seen to start 
up, as if from the edge of the sands, where a green, rushy 
ground bounded them on the left. Spreading out a Uttle, 
they took direct steps towards the road, as if to join the 
two fugitives ; and Charles Selden exclaimed, " Odds against 
us I Never mind, I'm good for two." 

But to the surprise of both the pursuers, the two men 
whom they were chasing, instead of making for the others, 
or pausing for reinforcement, suddenly turned from the 
road, in a diagonal line to the right, towards some oziers 
which fringed the stream. 

Without noticing farther the two new comers, who 
were now approaching rapidly, Adrian and Charles still 
followed their object, keeping an eager eye upon the ozieni 
which were somewhat thick, and calculating, without speak- 
ing, whether the men they were pursuing would attempt 
to swim the str^m, or to sUp from them under the coy^ ' 
of the trees. Tlio other party of two, however, cutting 
across at a sliarp angle, were now very near, and Adrian, 
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Dot liUtig to be taken between two fires, exclaimed, " Who 
are fou ! — Keep off;" and at'the same time, he rmsed his 
gnn towards his shoulder. 

" Is that you, Mr. Brewertou V sud a voice which 
Adrian thought be bad heard before. " Are you hunting 
those two fellows ? James and I were on the look out for them 
too. Well catch them soon, for we've cut them off from 
their boat — This way, this way, Mr, — they've crossed by 
the over-go, up there." 

" Hey struck the river just here. Herring," replied 
Adriau. 

" Ay, but they ran up under the trees,air — I saw them," 
said the fisherman. " Well have them. They can't 

Few words were enough for Adrian Brewerton. Her- 
ring, aa he spoke, ran forward. The young man, James, 
came a Httle more slowly. The two feUow Collegians sprang 
forward together; and all four were in a moment by the aide 
of the river, at a spot where a fallen willow tree formed 
acro^ the stream a sort of natural bridge, which Adrian 
had never observed, although it had been already trodden by 
many feet 

" Sjiread out, spread nut," cried Herring, who now tooi* H ■Jf' 
tilt: lead, "and we shall turn them whichever way the^ 
take. I&ep cff the fivainp, Mr. Brewerton— not so ia^ to 
the left, not ab fitr to the left, or you'll be up to the neck. — 
Hold f^t 1^ the firm gi'ound. — James, dcai't let them get 
up the luU." 

"These directions were uttered under the impression that 
file men would nnturally attempt to double aa they went^ 
in ordor to avoid being diis-.'O straight up to the fishermen's 
iJOtiagtayibeK their ct4>tuie seemed oertaia 
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To the surprise of all, however, they pursued their way 
straight forward, and ailer going somewhat more than a 
mile, slightly relaxed their speed, as if they felt themselves 
approaching a place of safety. It is true, some little dimi- 
nution of exertion, as Adrian and Charley Selden felt, was 
absolutely necessary after so long a chase ; and they, too, 
slackened their course for a time, while Adrian called to 
Herring, saying, " They are taking straight for the 
houses !" 

" Strange enough, sir," replied the good fisherman ; " but 
we shall net them there, whosoever they be. Do you know 
who they are T 

" Not at all," shouted Adrian in reply. "I only know 
that they got into my house to-night — ^thinking I was 
asleep, I suppose." , 

"Lucky you wem't, or you'd have had your throat 
cut, most hke," answered Herring. " They're after no good ; 
for they came ofl^ at the darkest of the night, from that 
slaver-looking craft that's been upon the coast for the last 
fortnight. — 'Pon my life they're making right for the houses, 
as if they were going to pay a visit They are cool hands, 
but we'll have them, I calculate." 

While this loud conversation was going on, the two fugitives 
had actually got upon the narrow, sandy neck of land, on 
which the fishermen's cottages were built, and the other par- 
ty, now certain of being able to cut themofl^ proceeded more 
slowly — keeping a sharp eye upon them in the moonlight, 
however, lest they should get to the boats which were on 
the beach. They made no attempt to do so, but still run- 
ning on in the clear moonlight, passed by Herring's own 
house, where they were lost for a moment in the shadow, 
and then emerging from the obscurity again, ran straight to-. 



\ 



THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND. 159 

wards the better dwelling of old Israel Keelson, where they 
altogether disappeared. 

" Well, this is strange !" exclaimed Herring. What the 
deuce can they be going into old Keelson's for ? If they 
be what he takes them to be, he'll knock the heads oflf 
them." 

The whole party paused and then walked on slowly ; 
for the two they were in pursuit of were evidently now feirly 
housed. A moment after, however, there was a sound which 
made Adrian start Then came a loud, and terrible shriek ; 
and all four rushed forward at once towards Keelson's 
house. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

The sours dark cottage, batterM and decayed, 
Lets in new light thro^ chinks that thne has made ; 
Stronger by weakness, wiser men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home. 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 

Waixkb. 

Let us go back for an hour, and enter Keelson's cot- 
tage as it appeared in an earlier period of the night 
All was quiet and still and peaceful. In the httle front 
room sat the old man and his daughter : Ella's hands busily 
employed on an embroidery frame, in an occupation then 
waning into disuse, and which had generally been confined 
to the higher classes, even when in vogue : the old man 
reading a large lettered book, but every now and then rais- 
ing his head, and looking towards the window, or turning 
his ear toward the door, through which, however, no sounds 
came, but the quiet, even rush of the sea along the shore 
in a calm night From time to time, Ella would look up 
to her father's face, and say some cheerful words, with eyes 
full of affection ; and old Keelson would answer gravely, but 
tenderly, and resume his reading again. 

The door between the front and the back room was 
partly open, beyond which a light was seen ; and when the 
father and daughter were silent, besides the sound of the 
sea, the buzzing whirl of a spinning-wheel made itself heard 
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fix)m within, or occasionally, the voice of old Kitty, speaking 
a few broken sentences to herself, with a habit of soliloquiz- 
ing, not at all infrequent in her race. 

After a time. Keelson rose, and began to pace the room 
with a slow step, and in an attitude very usual with him : his 
hands llfehind his back, and his eyes cast thoughtfully down- 
wards. 

" Have you been reading any thing sad, my fether ?" 
asked Ella, putting down her work. " The book seems to 
have made you grave." 

" Far from it, my dear child," said the old man. " It 
is an old boolfj^ull of high hopes — some comments upon 
passages of Scripture, which refer to all that God has 
thought fit to reveal to us of after life. Commente, per- 
haps, I should not have called them : they are but devel- 
opments of the heavenly promises to him who faithfiilly 
serves his master." 

" May I look at them ?" asked Ella. " I would fain see 
what they teach." 

" Another time, my child," said Keelson. " The book 
is called * Consolations for the Old.' You have time 
enough, my Ella," he added, with a smile. But I will tell 
you what honey it extracts from the flowers of God's word. 
It tells us that we are the objects of his love, and says 
that love will be made perfect in heaven. It shows us 
that short partings here are followed by joyful re-unions 
hereafter. It shows us — Hark! — did you not hear a 
sound r 

" I heard something like a shot," replied Ella ; " some 
of the lads from the town, shooting wild fowl by tlie moon- ,^ >J 
light, I dare say." . '*'•"'. 

"' Not that," answered Keelson, pausing and listening. 
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^llie mcxm iras cloudy some time ago. No one is out 
fowling 80 late.** 

"It is very late,'' replied EUa. " I did not like to dis- 
turb you in your reading ; but I think, by the candles, it 
must be near, midnight" 

" Past midnight, my child," said Keelson, lookin* at his 
watch ; " but I am somewhat uneasy to-night There are 
things going on that I do not understand. Herring and 
James have gone over to watch on the other side of the 
bay ; and if it be as I suspect, information must be sent up 
to the town. I do not hear any farther sounds. Do you ?" 

" No, none at all," answered Ella, qui|^ly. " Had we 
not better lock all the doors and go to bed ?" 

" Go you, my love," said Keelson. ^ I will just walk 
out to the Point, and see what is going on. I shall be back 
before you are asleep." 

" Oh, do UQt meddle with them, my dear father," ex- 
claimed Ella, rising and throwing her arms around him. 
" Let them alone. If they be bad men, you have no au- 
thority to take them." 

" Take whom F said Keelson, with a smile. " Rest 
quiet, my love ; rest quiet I will not meddle with them 
at all ; but i^ as I suspect, they are running smuggled goods, 
I feel bound to send up information, as they thought fit to 
insult me, by giving me some hint of their intention — ^I will 
take no other part in the matter, however. The officers 
must settle all the rest Go to bed, my child — ^I will be 
back directly." 

I would rather wait till you return," replied Ella, seat- 

heiself again, and taking up her work. " I could not 

ip, if I were in bed at this moment" 

" Well — ^welL I will not be long," answered Keelson ; 
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and taking down his hat, he opened tbp door and vent 

" Ella remarked that he took no arms with him ; and 
she waa pleased. When he waa gone, ahe pHed Qxe busy 
needle for a minute or two, in deep thought ; bnt th^ sound i 

of Kitty moving about in the next room attracted her at- 
tention, and she looked round. 

" What are you doing, Kitty S" she asked, seeing the 
negro woman on her knees, bending down over an oaken 
coSei which stood in that chamber. 

"Taking care of de papers, as de ole man told me," an- 
swered Kitty, stuffing something into her bosom. " All right, 
missy." 

" Come hither, Kitty," said Eila, in a low and rather 
wavering voice. " What makes you so particularly careful 
of the papers to-night V 

" Don't know, my dear," answered Kitty ; " but I often 
see tings oder people don't see, and read signs oder people 
don't read. I don't like tings to-nig^t — better de ole man 
stay at home," 

" What have you seen to-night !" asked Ella, not clearly 
comprehending whether the good woman spoke of some 
natural sight which she had beheld, and which had alarmed 
her, or whether she referred to an impression produced by 
supernatural poweis of vision, to which Kitty, in common 
with many of her race, made some pretensions. " What 
have ycft seen to-night, Kitty, to alarm you V she repeated, 
as the woman hesitated to reply to her first question. 

" Missy Ella," said Kitty, taking her hand, and speaking"^-- 
in a sad and solemn tone, "de settin sun hah blood on hifl. 'M 
fece to-night ; but when he gone to roost, I heard de litlla ^^ 
birds chirping love, in de great elm tree ober de hill." "^^ 
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Superstition is a strange thing. Ella did not believe ; 
and yet the e\dl auguries of the negress made hpr feel cold 
and fearful 

She plied her needle again in silence, keeping her ear 
watchful for every sound. A mhiute or two after, there was 
a step ; but Elk knew tliat it was not her father's. She could 
not identify it with any that she had ever heard. The next 
moment, the outer door was opened, and a man, dressed in 
the clothing of a sailor of the better sort, looked into the 
room, sapng, " Is master Keelson at home to-night ? — ^you 
sit up late, fair ladies ;" and he laughed coarsely, as his eye 
fell upon the black woman. 

Ella trembled ; for her nerves were shaken, and she 
recognized the man against whom her father had warned 
her. 

" He is not at home,'' she answered, quietly ; " but he 
is not fer ofl^ and will be back directly." 

"Him only gone to neighbor's cottage," said Kitty, 
boldly telling the fSalsehood which even fear could not 
induce Ella to "utter ; " he be back in a minute wid de 
oder man." 

"Well, then, I will sit down and wait for him," said 
Captain Sparhawk, entering the room, and taking a chair 
unin>ited. But he was no sooner down than he was up 
again, aud advancing towards Ella's embroidery frame, he 
said, " Tliat's d — d pretty. You seem a smart stitcher. Miss." 

Ella rose instantly and drew back, with a lo<^ which 
had its eftect even upon that coarse man. 

" Tliore, you need not be frightened," he said, " I am 
not going to hurt you, or it either ;" and walking back to 
his chair, he seated himself again. 

Two or three minutes passed in paininl silence ; and then 
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Captain Sparhawk rose, and began whistling some tone of 
the times, turning bis steps, as he did so, towards the win- 
dow, and making a considerable noise with his feet. Nev- 
ertheless, Ella thought she heard a confused sound of other 
steps; she could not distinguish whether they were her 
father^s or not ; but they seemed to her to be in the little 
passage which led from the house-door. She looked enquir- 
ingly to Kitty ; but Kitty was seated silent and motionless, 
with her eyes bent down ; and before Sparhawk had well 
looked out of the window, he exclaimed in an over-loud 
tone, " I wonder what sort of a night it is going to be. The 
moon seems as if she did not know what the devil to be 
about" 

" Bad night for somebody," said Kitty, solemnly. 

" Ha ! what makes you say that ?" cried Sparhawk, 
" I think I've seen you somewhere before, my beauty ; 
though you weighed half a ton^ less, and were somewhat 
younger." 

" Very hke," said Kitty, unconsciou^of the evil she 
was bringing on herself. " I see you in Charleston, long 
ago. I know you quite well, and all about you, Maasa 
Sparhawk. 

" The devil you do," cried he ; " well, I sha'n't forget 
you either." 

But at that moment a rapid step, which Ella well knew 
to be her father's, was heard crossing the little piece of ground 
before the house. She did not know whether to be glad or 
sorry ; but while her feelings and her thoughts were aU in 
confusion, old Keelson entered the room, with a look which 
plainly showed he had heard a strange voice in his house, 
and had hurried his pace. 

The moment Keelson's eye fell upon Sparhawk, a 
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change came over his face. Hb forehead gathered into 
a heai'y frown ; his lip quivered evidently with anger ; and 
the old man Bcemed to grow two or three inches taller. 
Without greeting or ceremonj of nay kind, he strode past 
the intruder at onee, and placed himself beside his daugt 
ter. Then, wheeling suddenly round, he confronted Spar- 
hawk, exclaiming, " Did I not tell you, never to come near 
this house again V 

" Perhaps you might," repMed Sparhawk, in a cool 
tone, " But you know I was never femous for obeying any 
one's orders but my own ;" and as he spoke, he advanced 
a step towards Keelson, getdng between him and the 
mantel-piece, over which hung an old French musket, which 
Captain Sparhawk perhaps thought might prove dangerous 
in the hands of an angry man. When he had performed 
this evolution, ho added, in a cajoliug sort of tone, " Come, 
don't let us quarrel, my ^ good sir; I only came because 
hnsiness brought me, and business which you have no right 
to find fault witL" 

" You have taken a strange hour, ek," esid Keelson, 
fixing his eyes steadily upon him. 

" I have taken the only hour I could," rejlied^^^p- SJ 
hawk, "and if I had not found you waking, ,-4A£n'^ 
me, I should have knocked you up. However, Mastef 
Keelson, to come to business. A gentleman, whom you 
know, has told mc to ask you civilly to como with me at 
once to Charieston, and to bring some papers you once 
boasted of having, along with you. Things have changed 
in that part of the world i\ itliin the S;iat few inontL^." 

" I know they have," aiisvfcred Keelson, gravely. 

" Well, it may be tC' your advan&ge lo, corae," said 
Sparhawk. 
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" That I shall certainly not do," answered Keelson ; 
" and now I must request you to ga I wish to close mj ^9l 
house, and go to rest. You have my answer, I will not go 
to Charleston." ' 

" Well, then, send the papeia you talked oi, by me," 
answered Sparhawk ; " I tell you it may be for your own 

Keelson laughed aloud, esclaiming, " Do you thinh I 
am a fool, or that I do not know you and your scoundrelly 
uncle too well T 

A dark, red glow came upon Sparhawk's fbrehead; and 
he answered, in a menacing tone, " I tell you, you had bet- 
ter do one or the other quietly ; for the papers I am deter- 
mined to have with me " — and he added after a momentaiy 
pause — " for proper examination." 

" That you certainly shall not," Bsid Keelson, " and if 
you do not go, at on^ie, I will call the neighbois, and send 
you up to the town for proper examination.'' 

"Your neighbors are all asleep," answered Sparhawk, 
with a laugh ; but even as be spoke, bis words were proved 
_ to be not literally true ; for tbe door was pushed farther open, 
^rt, thin old man, poorly dressed, and walking with 

ft of paralytic limp, entered the room. 

" Do you know, Israel," he exclaimed, with an excited 
countenance, and yet with a lack of expression which had 
something pmufiil in it, " Do you know there are three 
men up your passage quite in the dark comer at the end f 

" Villain f cried Keelson, gazing at Sparhawk, " what 
are you going to do S" 

" Ran, Davie, run," cried tbe voice of Kitty, almost at 
the same momenti " Call up all de neighbors. Be quick, 
Massa Davie, ba quicK P 
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Before the poor old man could obey, however, Sparhawk 
had caught him by the arm with a powerftil grasp of his 
left hand, and seeing Keelson advancing towards the mus- 
ket, he drew a pistol from his breast, levelled it at him, and 
exclaimed, ^^ Back T' The neict instant he raised his voice, 
shouting aloud, "Come in, lads; come in;" and three 
bad-looking fellows, in sailors^ g^rb, rushed at once into the 
room. 

"Keep that fool," cried Sparhawk, releasing Davy's 
arm. " Hark — who is coming ? Oh, Jones and Petersen T 
he added, as two other men, dressed much like the former, 
rushed breathless into the place. 

Then advancing towards Keelson, with the pistol still in 
his hand, he said, in a bitter tone, " The papers, old idiot — 
the papers." 

" Never," cried Keelson sternly. 

" Then I will take them," cried Sparhawk in a voice of 
thunder, " and you, too, with them ;" and he attempted to 
grasp Keelson's collar with his left hand. 

Ella, who had remained trembling in silence, shrieked 
aloud, and old Keelson, dashing Sparhawk's hand aside, 
grappled him in his still powerftil arms. 

" Seize them all," cried Sparhawk. " Seize them all ; 
and aboard with them ! Catch the nigger — catch the nig- 
ger, above all !" 

While he spoke, he still struggled in old Keelson's 
grasp ; and one of the men who had last come in, called out 
something to him which he did not hear. 

The moment after, however, a change came over afiyrs. 
A confused sound was heard from the passage, fresh faces 
appeared in the room. Adrian, Selden, and the two fisher- 
men dashed in, and Charles caught one of the men by the 
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collar, while Adrian rushed on to the aid of old Keelson, 
seeing him struggling with Sparhawk. 

A scene, of which we can give no description, ensued. 
The fece of Sparhawk became distorted with fiiry. " Take 
to your tools, and down with them, lads," he cried aloud. 

Each man grappled with another. One of the candles 
was knocked off the table, while the other remained burn- 
ing cahn and quietly in the midst of all the strife. Kitty 
was seized, and dragged towards the door : Ella crouched 
trembling in a corner. Pistols and cutlasses appeared in 
the hands of the sailors, and every thing was trouble, and 
confusion, and disarray. 

Adrian endeavored to make his way forward towards 
Keelson, but the poor foolish man, Davie, had fiUlen across 
the floor, and the young gentleman stumbled over him in 
his advance. No time was to be lost, indeed ; for Spar- 
hawk had got his right hand free, and with the rage of a 
demon in his face, was pressing the muzzle of his pistol to 
Keelson's head. 

Recovering himself Adrian rapidly aimed the gun he 
carried, at his friend's assailant, and pulled the trigger ; but 
it flashed in the pan, and the young man rushed forward 
again, seizing the gun by the barrel, to use the but-end. 
The next instant, there was the report of a pistol ; Keelson 
relaxed his hold, staggered back, and fell, striking his head 
against a chair. Ella sprang forward, and knelt beside her 
father ; but as she gazed in his face, vrith a look of agony 
indescribable, Sparhawk seized her by the arm. A blow 
upon the head, however, from Adrian's gun, made him stag- 
ger back, glaring round him for an instant, like a wild 
beast disappointed of its prey. 
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" Damn it, you have done for him, Captain P* cried a 
voice. ** We shall soon have more people upon us." 

" Back — ^back to the boat," Sparhawk shouted. " Cut 
your way through ! One more or less makes no difference. 
Down with them !" 

Then came the struggle of Sparhawk and his men to 
escape from the dreadful scene in which they had been 
acting. Charles Selden and the rest opposed them vigor- 
ously ; but Adrian Brewerton was holding EDa's hand, by 
the side of her dead father ; and he saw but little of what 
followed. 

When, for an instant, he looked round again, the cot- 
tage was clear. The sounds of rushing, and struggling, and 
curses, and exclamations, and one more pistol-shot, were 
heard from the beach ; but all the fierce &ces had disap- 
peared frx)m the room, and Adrian and Ella were left alone 
with the dead. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

There is a kind of moumftil eloquence 

In thy dumb griel^ which shames all clamVons sorrow. 

Lib. ** 27ieodomu8,^ 

Ella wept not — spoke not — sobbed not Her hand was 
clasped by Adrian Brewerton's, and she let it remain there ; 
but she looked not towards him. Her eyes were fixed up- 
on her father — upon his face. She seemed to see nothing 
eke, but that cold, pale, unanswering countenaDce— very likely 
she perceived not even the blackened wound on the right 
temple, or the slow, scanty, trickling stream of blood, that 
welled from it to the floor. She asked no questions : she 
tried no means of remedy : she knew well enough that her 
father was dead, and that all effort was in vain. The sight 
seemed to have turned her into stone ; and her hand, as it 
rested in Adrian's, was as cold as marble. Every thought, 
every feehng was absorbed by the one object before her. 
There seemed nothing in the world for her but that 

It was a solemn time, and long the few moments that 
elapsed while she and Adrian remained there alone toge- 
ther. He hardly dared to speak to her ; but yet he repeated 
her name twice, saying, " Ella — Ella." She took no notice : 
her ear was pre-occupied as well as her eyes. The report of 
the pistol lingered in them still. 
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At length there was another step in the room — ^a halt- 
ing, unequal step, but quick and eager; and poor Davie, the 
silly man, came up and stood beside Adrian, and Ella, and 
the dead. He, too, remained for a minute or two, gazing in 
silence ; but at length, as some others entered, the feelings 
of the poor old man's heart burst forth, 

" Ah, Israel Keelson — Isi-ael Keelson F he said, while the 
large tears rolled over his fiace, "have they taken thee 
away from us ? Thou wert a good man, and art gone to a 
good place. God help us who remmn I Who shall take 
care of the orphan and the widow, now ? Who shall be 
kind to all who are in trouble or distress ? Who shall have 
a comfortable word for sorrow, and an open hand for pov- 
erty ? Who shall care for the poor old foolish man who 
cries beside thee ?" 

The spring of the heart's door was touched. The words 
of poor silly Davie were as an electric chain of connection for 
Ella, between the utter isolation — the world apart, as it* 
were, of sudden and intense grief, and all the things, sor- 
rowful and dark as they were, of actual earthly life. Till 
then her spirit seemed to have lefther body to mourn apart; 
but now it rushed back again, recalled, to give itself up to 
human grief. She started up, gazed wildly round her, as if 
fresh awakened from a dream, and burst into a passionate fit 
of tears. 

She seemed as if she was sinking; and Adrian put his 
arm around her to support her. He trembled himself with 
manifold mixed emotions. Words were springing to his 
lips which his heart had been long burning to utter ; but 
it was a terrible hour — an awful moment — and he hesita- 
ted — ^he restrained himself. 

The cottage was becoming thronged. Neighbors and 
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friends had poured in. The fishennen and Charles Selden 
had returned from vain pui-suit, and the young man James 
stood in front, with his arms crossed upon his chest, and his 
teeth set hard, gazing upon Adrian and Ella. 

At length she spoke. " Oh, what shall I do ? — what 
shall I do ?" she cried. " My father — oh, my poor fether I 
What shaU I do ?" 

Adrian could refrain no longer. He drew her closer to 
him. He heeded not who was present, or who heard. 
** Ella," he said, " dear Ella. Be my wife. God has taken 
from you your father ; but if you will, he has left you a 
husband who shares your grief, will join you in mourning, 
will strive to console you. Your father he can never restore ; 
but as much love as that father felt for you, as much ten- 
derness and kindness as he ever showed to you, as sti'ong, as 
persevering affection, he can give— nay, he has given it long ago. 
Be mine, Ella, be mine, and let me share your sorrow. Give 
me a right to protect and guard you, and save you from all the 
agonizing things that have to follow. I have loved you 
long — I have loved you well — I will ever love you. Oh, listen 
to me, Ella. Be mine ; say you vdll be mine !" 

She turned her beautifiil eyes upon him, still welling forth 
bright drops, gazed through the tears into his face for a 
moment, then threw her arms round his neck, hid her face 
upon his shoulder, and wept there. 

" Where is the poor thing ? — where is my poor Ella ?" 
cried the voice of a woman rushing in, half^ressed, through 
the little crowd. 

" There, mother," said Herring to his wife, who was the 
new comer. " There is the poor dear girl; but she has got 
help and comfort now. Mr. Brewerton offers to make her 
his wife." 
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" All, sir, that is kindly done," said good Mrs. Herring, 
holding out her hand to him. 

Adrian pres^^ed it warmly, whispering, " Take her away 
Mistress Herring — take her away from this terrible scene. 
Leave me to settle all the rest I will come to her soon." 

" I had better take her to our place," said the fisher- 
man's wife. " K she goes up stairs to her own room, she 
will be always hankering after the poor old man. Come 
with me, my dear child — come with me, and FU be a mo- 
ther to you. Jenny — Jenny;" and as a girl of about 
twelve years old, ran forward at her call, she added, putting 
her arms round Ella, ^^Take her other arm, Jenny, and 
help her along." 

But Ella raised herself, and looked up. "I will come," 
she said — " wait one moment. I will come. I am calmer 
now." She then looked round to the spot where her fisither 
lay ; and a terrible shudder passed over her whole firame. 
But with an unfaltering step, she approached the body, 
knelt down beside it, and pressed her lips upon the cold 
brow. Then raising her hands and eyes to heaven, she said, 
" Oh God, thy will be done, and thy name be glorified !" 

" Come, come, my child," said Mistress Herring, aiding 
her to rise fi'om her knees. " Indeed, Ella, you will be bet- 
ter away." 

" I will go," said Ella, in a low tone. " I will go ;" but 
ere she did so, she turned to Adrian, and laid her hand 
upon his arm, saying, with a look of earnest entreaty on 
her fece, " Do not leave me long." 

Oh, those words were very sweet; and throwing his 
arms around her, he pressed his lips upon her cheek. 

The young man, James, turned away with a deep sigh, 
and quitted the cottage. 
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In a minute after, Ella, and Mrs. Herring and her daughter, 
were gone also, and a short silence succeeded — one of those 
dead pauses — Uke a deep pool in a torrent, where the wa- 
ters seem to collect themselves in profundity and stillness, 
for a fresh leap over the rocks — ^in which the mind seems 
, to collect its strength, and firmness, after a rapid current of 
terrible events, to follow them out to their consequences. 

It was Charles Selden first spoke, and gi*asping Adrian's 
hand, he said, in a low tone, " Nobly done — most nobly 
done, my friend !" 

" But Adrian's thoughts had by this time taken another 
direction. " Have you caught none of the murderous vil- 
lains ?" he asked, garing round the room. " They ought to 
be instantly pursued." 

" One is safe enough upon the beech," replied Charles 
Selden. " Herring here, wrenched the pistol from his hand, 
and shot him through the heart." 

"Was it their leader?" asked Adrian eagerly. "Was 
it Keelson's murderer ?" 

" No, no, sir," rephed Herring. " He got oflf — evil fol- 
low him ! and as to further pursuit, just now, that is all use- 
less. Their boat was all ready, a sharp-bowed, long-oared 
galley, and they're aboard by this time." 

" But cannot a ship be sent after the schooner, from 
which, doubtless, they came ?" asked Adrian. 

" Oh, ay, sir. They came from her sure enough," an- 
swered Herring ; but the ill-looking black slut wouldn't be 
overhauled in a hurry, even if there were a vessel of war 
here, which there is not She goes like the wind, too, and 
we have nothing in the bay that could catch her. Fve a 
great notion she's the Falcon, belonging to that captain Spar- 
hawk we've all heard of, smuggler, slaver, pirate — devil, 
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I believe; for nothing can catch him. He's been twice 
tried for his life, and contrived to get oflf." 

Charles Selden was, at this time, kneehng by the body 
of old Keelson, examining with professional inquisitiveness, 
the wound in his temple ; but he looked up sternly, as Her- 
ring spoke, and said, with a flashing eye, " Fll catch him, 
sooner or later f and laying his hand upon old Keelson's 
breast, he said, " Old man, I promise you I will avenge you." 

There was a good deal of talking now went on, discus- 
sion of the past, consultation as to the future. One of the 
young men undertook to go up at once to the town, and give 
information of all that had occurred, to the proper author- 
ities. Adrian charged him also, to send him down an un- 
dertaker, and gave some other necessary directions, so that 
about half an hour was consumed before his thoughts could 
well turn to Ella again. The men who had congregated from 
the neighboring houses, still remained in the cottage, joining 
in all that was said and done ; but the women had dropped 
ofl^ one by one, some returning straight to their own houses, 
some going down to look at the dead man upon the beach, 
and some proceeding to Mi"s. Herring's house, to ofier assist- 
ance and consolation to Ella. 

When Adrian looked round the room again, before he 
likewise sought her he loved, no woman was to be seen, 
and turning to one of the fishermen, he said, "Where is 
Kitty, the black woman ? Has she gone down to her young 
mistress ?" 

The men looked in each other's faces in silence for a 

moment ; and then Herring exclaimed aloud, " On my hfe 

anU soul, that must have been her they threw into the boat, 

like a L,ale of goods. I have not seen her since. Have anv 
of your 
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Every one answered, " No ;" and Davie, who had been 
sitting in a chair, near the middle of the room, rub- 
bing his right leg for well nigh half an hour, joined in, 
saying, " I heard a scream come out of the boat ; and it was 
a black scream, too. I dare say they pitched her into the 
water, when they got out far enough, or else have taken her 
away to make a nigger slave of her — ^Poor Kitty — she was 
a good sort of body — her soul I don't know much about — 
I wonder if it was black, too." 

" Good God ! can they have carried the poor creature 
off?" cried Adrian, in a tone of much anxiety. 

"I fear so, Mr. Brewerton, indeed," replied Herring. 
"As I was struggling with the fellow whom I shot, and 
looking at that gentleman, who had just been knocked down 
by the captain, I saw two of the scoundrels tumble something 
like a great lump into the boat. It looked like a human 
creature, too ; but it was dark-colored, and I thought it must 
be some goods they had stolen, or something of that sort 
I fency, now, it must have been poor Kitty ; for I heard a 
scream, too ; and if it was, this will be a new grief to poor Miss 
Ella ; for she was very fond of the old woman, and the old 
woman of her. You had better come down to her, sir ; for 
Fve a notion that you are the only person who can give 
her comfort, poor thing. We will set some one to watch 
here, with the body of poor Master Keelson ; and it doesn't 
want long of daylight now." 

" I will stay with the body," said Charles Selden, " only 
I should like to have a pistol, if anybody has got one to 
spare. I have had one bad knock on the head to-night, and 
I should like to stop another before it faUs." 

" We have got no pistols, sir," answered Herring ; " for 
we're all peaceable people here. But here's an old gun 

8* 
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wbicli Keelson used always to keep charged. If he could 
have got at it, I hncj there would have been another man 
dead, and he perhaps living, poor fellow. — Had we not bet- 
ter move him on to the bed ?" 

^*No, no. Let him lie till the coroner comes," said 
Charles Selden ; and after a few more words from various 
persons, the whole party except Charles moved towards the 
door, and Adrian, putting his arm through that of Herring, 
walked down with him to his cottage. He found Ella 
seated in the front room, with her head leaning on her 
hand; but her eyes now tearless. The moment Adrian 
appeared, however, she started up, and held out her arms 
towards him, as the only thing left her to cUng to on earth. 
He pressed her warmly, tenderly, to his heart ; and soon 
aft«r, the women who were there, dispersed at a hint from 
Herring, and Adrian and Ella were left together. She 
passed the whole of that night, till the gray morning dawn, 
with his arms around her, and her head leaning on his 
shoulder. From time to time, she wept ; and from time to 
time, they talked ; but no word of love was mentioned be- 
tween them. It needed no mention, indeed. All was told 
that could be told, if not by words, in other ways ; and 
Ella rested as confidently there, on her lover's bosom, as she 
could have done upon her father's. 

The news of the fate of poor Kitty, which Adrian was 
obliged at length to tell her, grieved her sorely ; but it was 
serviceable, as any event that interested her must have been, 
by withdrawing her thoughts for a moment from deeper 
grief. Sorrow is like an adverse army, weakened as soon as 
divided. 

We need not pause on all that followed : the coroner's 
inquests, the police investigations, the commotion in the 
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town, the visits of the idle and the curious to the scene, the 
funeral, or the mourning. Kitty's place was supplied to, 
Ella by a good gir], named Ruth, a distant orphan relation 
of the Herrings ; and poor Ella, with a lingering affection for 
the place, determined to return to her own cottage, till her 
marriage with Adrian Brewerton took place. For his pai-t, 
he pressed eagerly to have that marriage solemnized as soon 
as possible. He represented to her, that in the circumstances 
in which they were placed, it was only proper and right, 
that they should be united witiiout further delay. "All 
ceremonies, dear Ella," he said, " all ordinary rules, must 
give way before more powerful motives. We are both or- 
phans, Ella. Tou are here alone, without a relation or a 
friend to protect and guard you; and I know that your 
Other's spirit would bless a speedy union, which will insure 
you a home, and a protector. I will speak to the minister, 
and I am sure no objection will be made." 

She yielded readily to his arguments ; for in all things 
she was too true of heart to bind her actions down to forms. 

The day was appointed, and the intervening space of 
time was occupied by the arrangement of old Keelson's 
afi^rs, with the aid of a lawyer. It was found that he had 
accumulated considerable property, for a man in his station, 
and it, with all the ready money which he had left^ was 
placed by Adrian altogether at Ella's disposal 

In the coffer, in the back room, were found a number 
of old papers, of which neither Adrian nor Ella could make 
any thing. Adrian determined to preserve them, however, 
tholigh EUa judged they might be as well destroyed, say- 
ing, " The papers that my fether most valued were taken 
from that very place, Adrian, by poor Kitty, on the dreadful 
night when she was carried away. She seemed to have a 
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sort of presentiment of what was coming, and thought to save 
them — Good God ! I can hardly think that it is now a month 
since then," she continued, pressing her hands upon her eyes. 
" Every thing seems so fearfully present. — Are you sure, dear 
Adrian, that there is nothing wrong in our marrying so 
soon ?" 

" If I were not sure, I would not ask you, dearest," he 
answered. " I have spoken to your minister, Ella, and he 
judges with me, strict as he is. The joy that is tempered 
with son'ow, Ella, is often the most durable." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Thy fether's poverty has made thee happy; 
For though 'tis true this solitary life 
Suits not with youth and beauty, O my child I 
Tet ^tis the sweetest guardian to protect 
Chaste names from court aspersions. 

Beaumont and Flbtches. ^^ La/wa of Cand/y,^ 

It was a Sabbath afternoon. The tolling of a church 
bell in the distant town, calling to evening worship, was the 
only sound that broke the stillness of the fishermen's bay. 
Softened and silvered by distance, the mournful monotony 
of the tones, as they poured through the still air, was in 
perfect harmony with the repose of all animate and inani- 
mate nature. It seemed like the world's farewell to-day. 

There is something in the music of distant bells, whether 
intended to speak the language of joy or sorrow, indescribably 
solemn. It is a sound, which, unlike all other sounds, except 
the continued falling of a great body of water, seems, as it 
were, self-caused, and detached from all immediate agencies 
of any kind. The swelling, and the dying away to swell 
again, and again to die, has something that accords so 
strangely with the full heart of man — something so power- 
fully yet dimly suggestive of the great vague object of its 
deepest yearnings, that when listening to them, we seem to 
hear within us a melancholy echo of some great mystery. 
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Nor is it at all from assodatioii that this peculiar effed 
arises. In the valleys of the Pyrenees, from the ruined 
convents of Asia Minor, from the chiming towers of Belgian 
churches, from the venerable abbeys and cathedrals of Eng- 
land, we have listened to the solemn tolling of bells, with 
the same heart-controlling efifect How much is there in 
the feelings of all of us, which language can but faintly 
shadow forth to the intelligence, but which the heart appre- 
ciates at once by harmonies of its own experience ! 

No sound was to be heard except that of the distant 
bell. Even in the country, and its most quiet nooks, there 
comes, once in the week, a Sabbath stillness palpably dis- 
tinct from the languid repose erf an ordinary summer's day : 
and so it was that evening. The &hermen's boats lay 
drawn up upon the sand, careened a htde on one side, with 
their painted hulls as dry as if they had never known any 
other element than that on which they rested. The bay 
lay gUttering in front Beyond stretched the broad Atlan- 
tic, smooth and motionless. All was still, except when, 
through the calm air, swung the evening bell in mighty 
waves of sound. 

In the parlor of the Utile cottage, where Adrian and 
Ella had first met, and where so many never-to-be-forgotten 
scenes in the life of both had been enacted, was assembled 
a small party, comprising Charles Selden, Herring the fish- 
erman, and an evangelical clergyman from the neighboring 
city. Poor Davie, the fool, too, was present But he kept 
himself quite quiet; and whether he came as an invited 
guest, or not, we cannot telL For a time there was but 
Uttle conversation going on, and that little was spoken in a 
low tone, not only because the parties, with the exception of 
Herring and Davie, knew little of each other, but because 
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all seemed to feel that the occadon, though naturaUy one of 
joy, had associations*!!! the past too terrible to justify even rea- 
soiiable cheerfulness. Mirth, as an attendant even of festive 
cere!nonies, was by no means in accordance with the rigid no- 
tio!is of those days. Charles Selden was, perhaps, the gayest 
of the party ; but even his Uvely iiature was very much sub- 
dued. They had not been assembled loi!g, when Adrian 
Brewerton entered the room, his fine &ce glowiiig with a 
bright enthusiasm, without a doubt or hesitation shadowing 
his brow, and his appearance seemed to give some life to 
all who were expectii!g his coming. For the time he and 
Charles Selden appeared to have chai!ged characters. Adrian 
was gay, sparkling, fiill of ai!imation ; and there was some- 
thii!g wonderfully softened and gentle in the tone of voice, 
and expression of countenance, with which the young physi- 
cian greeted his friend. He held Adrian's hand for an 
ii]stant in both of his, as if to make him feel, by that mute 
sigi!, a depth of regard and esteem, which he did not 
choose to express in words. 

Adrian had a word of kindness for all — even for poor 
Davie, the fooL Not the kindness of condescensio!!, which 
is always oppressive to the object, but that hearty fellow- 
ship which am expansive nature, in moments of great joy, 
holds out to all who seem in any way associated with its 
happiness. 

The previous dulness of the little party was soon dis- 
pelled ; and they were in the midst of a conversation almost 
Uvely, when Ella entered from the room behind. She was 
still clad in the deep mouniiiig which she had assumed after 
her father's death ; but as if to mingle the hues of joy and 
sorrow, her dress displayed a Uttle white about the neck 
and wrists. She was a good deal paler than when first we 
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saw her, and her features, always refiped and delicate, 
seemed even more spiritualized than they had been before 
her last great grief Her eyes, too, seemed to have acquir- 
ed a depth — a liquid %ht, which generally tells of strong 
emotions either ol joy or sorrow. Yet there was a calm- 
ness and self-possession about her, that might seem strange 
in a young girl so situated. A strong-hearted woman, how- 
ever, whose fate circumstances have thrown into her own hands, 
although slie may feel deeply, soon acquires that patient 
self-control, which, under similar circumstances, man in his 
fretful nature seldom attains. 

With a slight, but kind acknowledgment of the pres- 
ence of the rest, and a warmer greeting of Charles Selden, 
Ella walked straight up to Adrian, giving him her hand, and 
thus silently intimating that she was ready for tiie ceremo- 
ny to proceed. 

The clergyman commenced with a long rambUng pray- 
er, having no particular application to the occasion, not in the 
very best taste, and strangely familiar in tone and language, 
considering that it was addressed to the Deity. People were 
then accustomed to this peculiar style ; and it probably did 
not grate so harshly upon the feelings of any of the persons 
present, as it would do upon ours. The hearts of Ella and 
Adrian were too full for them to criticise. 

After the completion of the prayer, which could not have 
lasted much less than half an hour, the clergyman made an 
extemporaneous adaptation to the occasion, of the Church 
of England form for the celebration of matrimony, which he 
certainly did not much improve by his attempts to simplify 
it He then pronounced Adrian and Ella man and wife, 
• and closed with a short benediction, homely enough, but 
more in accordance with the occasion than his previous 
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efforts had been. To the two lovers the minister had been 
but intermediary between themselves and God. They could 
not have felt more earnestly, had the fisherman's cottage 
been a vaulted cathedral, the Presbyterian clergyman a 
robed bishop, his simple benediction a burst of the highest 
eloquence. When the ceremony was concluded big tears 
stood ia Ella's eyes — ^but none dropped. 

Still holding Adrian's hand, she looted up in his face 
with such an expression of love and trust — a look of such 
confident appeal for affection and protection, that he could 
not refrain from an answer of some kind, and he bent down 
to imprint a kiss upon her forehead, feeling, for the first time 
within his recollection, that perfect happiness without alloy, 
which comes to us in a gush, not more than once or twice 
in a lifetime. 

The few guests soon dispersed. Adrian pressed Charles 
Selden to join himself and Ella very soon at the old house 
over the hills, and to make them a long visit ; but the young 
physician excused himself on the plea of pressing engage- 
ments in town, and soon after mounted his horse and took 
his departure homeward. 

The following morning no sumptuous breakfast awaited 
the bridal party, — no chaise and four, — no postiUions with 
favors in their hats, stood ready to conduct them on a wed- 
ding tour ; but Palham, the gardener, came over with the 
one-horse chaise to drive them to the dilapidated old man- 
sion which was to be their home. 

Adrian had prepared Ella for her new residence, by a 
dismal picture of its forlorn condition ; and, well understand- 
ing his motives, she smiled at the pains he took to put her 
out of conceit with it before she beheld it, although she felt 
almost surprised that he should judge such precautions 
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necessary with her. It never, for a moment, entered her 
mind, that any one could think Adrian, in consequence 
of his superior station in life, had conferred any honor 
upon her by marrpng her. She loved him too much to 
have room for such a thought — she judged too highly of 
love itself to imagine such a thing possible. Loving him 
for himself alone, no extraneous circumstances could raise or 
depress him the least in her affection, and she wondered 
how he could for a moment think that any place where he 
was, could be aught but bright to her. 

Ella's first impressions of the old house, with its dilapi- 
dated appendages, as £^ as could be judged from her man- 
ner and her words, were precisely such as her husband 
wished her to feel, though he had hardly dared to hope that 
they would be so favorable. From day to day she went on 
in her quiet, gentle, affectionate way, with no boisterous ex- 
pressions of happiness, but showing Adrian by a thousand 
little indications of a loving, cheerful spirit, that her heart 
was full of a serene, joyful affection, which left no place for 
the wild gusts of passion. — When Adrian felt disposed to 
read, she would sit by him and watch him with her tender 
eyes. When one of his fits of thought came upon him, and 
she fancied that he preferred to be alone, she would leave 
him — ^ready to return at the slightest signal of his desire for 
her presence. So gentie was she, and yet so full of feeling, 
that had Adrian possessed the disposition of a tyrant, which 
was far, very £u* from being the case, he might easily have 
crushed that feir spirit, even by an unkind word. What, at 
first sight, might seem strange, she was fonder of talking to 
him of the past than of the future ; but the present was her 
future : her happiness was a happiness of realization, not <rf 
expectation : she could hope for nothing to be added to the 
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cup which was aheady fiill. Indeed she had no ambition, 
except to merit the approbation, and retain the affection of 
her husband. She looked upon Adrian, as the happiest 
children look upon their parents — as all that was excellent 
and perfect His opinions were her opinions ; his will be- 
came instinctively her wilL She identified herself with all 
his tastes ; she interested herself in all his pursuits. 

Adrian Brewerton seemed worthy of such good fortime — 
so good, that we fear, in describing it, we may be accused 
by matter of fact readers of writing a romance. He thought 
that he had at last found a reaUty, which was far more than 
an equivalent for all the speculations upon reality and the 
definite, which at one time had engrossed his mind. His 
nature differed much from Ella's. Man as he was, it was 
far more impulsive. At times, he would look upon her 
until his eyes filled with tears of joy, and then he would 
clasp her to his bosom with a wild ecstasy that almost 
alarmed her. He had moments, too, when he would pour 
forth hia love with an incoherent extravagance, more com- 
mon, it is said, in lovers than in husbands ; and Ella would 
endeavor to soothe him, as an affectionate mother might try 
to cahn an impetuous child. Adrian loved her but the bet- 
ter for her efforts to tranquillize him, knowing as he did, 
that hers was not the calmness which proceeds from cold- 
ness, and feeling every moment of his existence, the purity, 
and even the fervor of her attachment At times he would 
throw himself into a chair, and holding his head with his 
hands, would question himself as to whether he was really 
in a dream, or whether his happiness was indeed a substan- 
tial fact But this was not often. His predominating feel- 
ing was that of joy — joy too real to be doubted. Nay more, 
many things which he had seen through a cloudy medium, 
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seemed to be growing clear to him, as if the sunshine of 
felicity had dispelled the mists of fency. The relations of 
man to life, he thought were beginning to present them- 
selves to his mind, with a distinctness and precision which 
he had often longed for. But still the clouds would come 
occasionally, and there were days when he felt that he had 
more to learn than experience had yet taught him — ^that he 
must patiently wait for the future to open to his eyes more 
than one sealed book 

Adrian's veiy variations of mood were all delightful to 
Ella ; for, through them all, there ran love and tenderness 
towards her ; and she could not imagine that any thing like 
pain, or griefj or even momentary annoyance, could spring 
from any trait in the character of her husband. But yet, she 
was unconsciously learning lessons of his disposition — ^lessons 
which, as it happened, she might have better been without 
His extreme susceptibility became apparent to her — ^the 
subjection of his mind — ^nay, of his whole nature, to predom- 
inating influences, often hardly traceable to their sources ; 
and, without reasoning or argumentation upon the subject, 
she felt rather than thought, that Adrian's happiness or 
misery might be affected by causes which would be power- 
less witii many men of inferior minds. 

Still, this brought no cloud upon their happiness ; and 
the days passed by in various employments, gliding away 
with all the rapidity of joy's fiast-fleeting footsteps. Occa- 
sionally the two would go over to the littie cottage on the 
sea-shore, where she had once dwelt, now inhabited by the 
widow of one of the poor men who had been drowned in 
the terrible accident described by Ella to Adrian on the day 
of their first meeting. Sometimes they would sit with the 
poor widow, talking with her over past times ; and sometimes, 
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going out to the desolate shore, they would stand hand in 
hand, while Ella would even dwell, from time to time, on 
the dreadful scenes there enacted, with that calmness, which 
a high, simple faith in the great truths of religion can alone 
inspire ; and Adrian, on the contrary, would strive to draw 
her mind away to brighter, happier things, feeling, in the 
joy of his own destiny, that he would fain adopt the beauti- 
ful motto on the sun-dial, Horas non numero, nisi serenas. 
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CHAPTEE XVm. 

* £t minimae yires frangere qnaaea valent 

Ovid. "'J>e IHtUbus,^ 

They were thus standing on the sea-shore — EDa and 
her husband — ^her lover still — and gazing over those bright 
deceitful waters, gently rippling in the evening sunshine of a 
calm, and lovely spring day. If there had been clouds in 
the sky, they were all dispersed by this time. The sun 
had not so far sunk as to change the complexion of the 
heavens by one rosy ray ; and his beams spread over the 
whole expanse with a bright monotony, peaceful as the 
dream of happy love. No part of the sky was actual^ 
blue ; for there was the faintest possible haze in the atmos- 
phere, which would have given a silvery hue to the concave 
overhead, had it not been gilded by the beams of the de- 
clining orb — ^vapor, one could scarcely call it, that perva- 
ded the air. It was but the softness, the tenderness of the 
year's youth ; and there they stood and gazed, and felt a 
harmony between the scene, and the season, and their own 
early years, and their own bright love ; and their hearts 
were full of happiness. 

A step bftiind them ! 

The touch of misfortune is never effaced. Talk not to 
us of the joy being keener for the evil passed. Put a rough 
finger on a blooming grape, can you ever restore it that 
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soft down which you take off — that witness of its pure, 
untouched freshness? Can you ever give back to the heart 
which has been smitten by misfortune the blessed security 
of happier days ? 

There was a step upon the sands behind them ; and Ella 
started and looked round. 

It was but poor Davie, the fool ; and she greeted the old 
man with a kindly smile. Adrian welcomed him, too, and 
shook hands with him, which pleased him a goft deal 
But still the poor man looked very rueful. 

" I come down to thank you, my good master, and mis- 
tress, — ^" (let the reader remember we are writing of times 
past), " for what you sent me; but bless you both, 
money is no good to me. People enough will give me 
bread to eat ; and every now and then, they put a coat upon 
my back. I know not well where it comes fix)m ; but I do 
know, it is different from the one I had before. Money is 
no good to me," he repeated, with the common iteration of 
half-witted people. " It's comfort I want ; and where am I 
to look for comfort, since Israel Keelson is dead and gone ? 
I often stand and look out to windward, and think of hhn, 
and how he used to come sailing gallantly in when first I 
knew him. I wonder who's to give me comfort now T 

^ Ella's eyes filled with tears ; and she raised them, all 
glistening, to Adrian's face. She spoke not, but he read the 
look in a moment, and laying his hand on Davie's arm, he 
said, " We will try to give you comfort^ my poor fellow, 
and never forget your love for one we loved. You shall 
come up and live with us, Davie, and we will4ry to make 
the rest of your years pass happily." 

" Oh, how pleasant T' cried the poor man, " and then I 
shall see her beautiful face every day, as I used to do. 
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Since bUo has gone, the place has looked as if tho candles 
were put out When sh^ I go ! when shall I go T 

"To-morrow," answered Adrian. "H you like I will 
come or send for j'ou ; but we must get you a bed first, 
Davie. To-morrow I will send." 

" Then PU go and pack up my bundle," said Darie, nib- 
bing his hands with delight "That will be pleasant!" 
and lintDing away, bo left them. 

Ella gazed tenderly in Adrian's &ce ; and as soon as 
the man was out of earshot, she said, " You Lave done this 
for my sake, Adrian. Are you sure you will never re- 
pent itT 

" Oh no, love," he answered. " I am determined to get 
over all pt^udioea; and tbe sooner they are parted with the 
better. Poor Darie can have a nook in our home very 

"But if any of your fine friends should come to visnt 
you, Adrian," said Ella, " what would they think of your 
having a fool in tho house V 

" They will not come, I think," said Adriiin, with a sort 
of half sigh, he knew not why ; but the moment after, he 
added, laughing, " But if they do, what matters _ it what 
they think of my having a fool in iho house 1 iprii^ hfrte 
had the same." 

It was not exactly the answer which Ella had expected 
from Adrian Brewerton. There was something in the tone, 
too, — aiy, and in the words themselvus, wbieli had a sm:ick 
of pride in it; and she mentally repeated, "Princea hare 
had the san* I" 

It was the first time she had ever remarked any thing 
like pride in Adrian ; and she did not wish her mind 
to rest upon it ; but it gave her a glimpse of hia heart 



— not a perfect view, but a mere partial glimpee — and there 
was soinotliiug tliat pained her. She would not let her 
thoughts Jwcll u]x>n it. " No, no," she said to herself, " that 
would be foolish — wrong." ■ But yet the memoiy remuned. 
Slie caught herself tliinking of it. She found it branching 
out in imairiuation, in many directions. She asked herself 
" Why iJmt half ^gh, when she spoke of hla fine friends f • 
She remembered, loo, that on one night never to'lw forgot- 
ten, he said lie had Imip loved her. If go, why had he not 
told her so before ! Why had he remained so long kvsj 
irom her? Why had he, his own master, not songht 
her hand during her father's lifetime t TTiil t^ere been any 
prejudices to overcome in her case ! And as the queetion 
suggested itself to her mind, Ella almost trembled. It was 
the first pain she Iiad experienced since her marri^e. It 
waa ihe cloud, no bigger than a man's hand, that was 
soon to fill her sky with darkness. 

No, na She would not think of it She would be 
gay — ahe would be cheerful Was be not all thnt was kind, 
and good, and u^le ! Ay, and even if he had subdued 

', ought it not to rwse him in her esteem t 
n more firmly in her aflection ! Ought 

B>w great, how deep, how sincere waa hlB 
p kindle the least feeling of regret — to mor- 

li the smallest degree f Waa she Ukemso 

a to have a prejudice sacrificed for her, and 
not to ihank her husband and liis love for making it ! No, 
)iilJ tliink of it no more. She would be gay. 
She would be happy. She would praise God fbr all the 
bleaungs he had ^ven, and sweep away such shadowy 
cKiuda from her mind for ever. 

. She was successful to A cettiuu d^ree. She returned 
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with her husband cheerfully to their lioiiie. Tlie light of 
her presence spread around, and Adrian, unconscious of the 
thonghtB which had ])een busy in her breiist, rejoiced in her 
presence, we may well say, witliout one repining thought. 
The world was nothing to him without p]lla. What was the 
sacrifice of the whole world tor her 1 

Oh, could we but see the hearts of those we love, plain 
and undii^guiaed, trace ovoiy emotion, ])erceivo the course of 
every thought, instead of behold inn; ilumi va<i:uely, hke 
figures in a mist, glancing through the dull veil of lanofuag^, 
OT expreased in the doubtful hieroglyphic of demeanor ! — 
Could Adrian and Ella liave had that pkin view, happy 
Vould it have been for both. But wo must pjiss nipidly 
over the month that followed. 

Davie was fairly installed in his new quarters ; and he 
was happy as the day wiis long — or if tliere was any alloy, 
any spot ujwn his bnght suitshine, it was a sort of smothered 
feud between him and Palham, the gardener, llow it ori- 
ginated is ditKcult to say ; but the trutli Is, that Davie him- 
self had not only some taste for gardening, but, considering 
the condition of his intellect, and the s2)ot on which he had 
passed the last twenty years of his life, very mar\'ellous na- 
tural skill. Doctoi-s, however, will disagree, and the gardener 
was continually grumbling about the silly old fool spoiling 
his garden, while Da\'ie wjis continually insisting upon a 
neater and more accurate system of horticulture. * Strange 
to say, however, Davie, tlie fool, gi'ew djiily in the good 
graces of Adrian J^rewerton. He wjis simi»le, he was hum- 
ble, he was aliectionate, possessing three quidities, rare any 
where, but^ jxirhaps, more rare in that pai-t of Uie world than 
any where else. Adrian, too, took a curious sort of interest 
in conversing with him. His mind offered, in its peculiar 
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condition, a now object of study, and he liked to contemplate 
it, as we arc fond of gazing uix)n a shallow sti'cam, where we 
can see the very pebbles at the bottom. To set Davie upon 
giving his opinions, especially upon difficult subjects, was a 
great delight to Adrian ; and he would sometimes walk up 
and down before the windows of the house with him, finr an 
hour, discussing knotty ix)ints with great gravity. 

Tliey were one day seated on the dooi^^tep, as. the 
spring was tending towards summer, while Ella, busied with 
some household cares, remained in the panelled room,' with 
the windows open, listening, woU pleased, to the tone of her 
beloved ^lusband^s voice. How the converaation began mat- 
ters not ; but it was gradually led by Adrian, ot his half- 
witted companion, to subjects which the former had often 
discussed with the more acute Charles Selden. We believe 
Adrian began by saying that some one was " a lowborn, low- 
bred fellow." 

" Low-bom I" repeated Davie, >vith one of those looks so 
frequently seen on the face of such as himself, full of medi- 
tation, but hardly of thought " Low-bom ! I don't quite 
understand tliat. Low-bred is well enough ; but I don't 
rightly understand being low-bom." 

" Why not, Davie ?" asked Adrian, with a smile. " I 
mean, bora of low parentage, in a low condition of life — " 
He knew tliat he should not wound Davie ; and ho did not 
know that any other ears could overhear him. 

" Poor ?" asked Davie. 

" No, not poor," replied Adrian, " for many a gentleman, 
with very good blood in hia veins, may be poor ; but I mean 
a man of no femily — no station in life — ^not of a race, of 
gentlemen." 

"" Ha !" said Davie, thoughtfully, as if he were still puz- 



196 ADRIAN ; OK, 

zled ; and tlien looking suddenly up into Adrian's face, he 
enfjuired, *' What difference does that make ?" 

" Oh, a very great difference, in most men's opinion," 
answered Adrian. " One generally attributes high qualities 
to long races of pure blood, in men, as well as in animals — 
But who have we coming here ?" 

" Oh, tliat is Bill Herring, Herring's boy," cried Davie ; 
and their conversation, in regard to the advantages of blood 
and £EUiiily, ceased for a time ; but tlie secret of Adrian's 
prejudices was no longer in his own keeping. It had reached 
the ear which it was most likely .to pain. 

The boy, Herring's son, brought up a letter, j^ddressed 
in a very straggling hand, to Miss Ella Keelson, and bearing 
the post-mark of Charleston uix>n it. Adrian took it, and 
entered the house, to look for his beautiful wife ; but he 
found her so deadly pale, that he was quite stiulled. " Why, 
what is the matter, my dearest love ?" he excbiimed, throw- 
ing his arms round her. " You are as white as ashes." 

" Nothing, dear Adrian, nothing," she answered, " only a 
little faint. I shall be well directly — what is tluit letter ?" 

"For you, and not for you," answered Adrian, laugh- 
ingly. " But, dearest Elhi, you really over-fatigue yourself 
with your household duties. Tliose little feet, and taper 
fingers, and tliis delicate form, were never made for so much 
running about, and such laborious offices." 

** Nonsense, Adrian," repHed Ella, with the blood mount- 
ing into her cheek. " I was born for rustic life." 

"You were born, I tihink, to be preserved as a little 
jewel," re])lied Adrian, laughingly — ^*' To be hiid up in cot- 
ton, and only to be looked at, and kissed occasionally, with 
very reverent lips — ^There now, you look well again, my 
own love ; and so you shall have the letter, if you tell 
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me that it is rightly addressed. Look at it, Ella. Is that 
your name ?" 

" No, no, no," she cried, with much vehemence. " Thank 
God, it is not ;" and casting her arms about his neck, she 
burst into tears. 

We will not pause to scrutinize the emotions m which 
those tears arose ; but turning again to the letter, will merely 
SQ^, that when Ella at length opened it, she found the fol- 
lowing curious epistle. 

" Mistress Ella, Madam : 

" Yoiir old negro woman, Ejtty Gifford the nurse, tells 
me to write to you a letter Jx) say tliat the villains have 
carried her away to Charleston. She says, and I think it 
very likely, too, that they will make her a slave, or call her 
one, which comes to the same thing here, especially as old 
Volney has got hold of her, who is a great rogue, as you 
know, and your father knows too. She wishes you or your 
father would come directly, or send somebody to prove that 
she is not a slave ; for she was quite free before your gi-and- 
fether's death, and they will make her a slave and keep her 
a slave if somebody does not come veiy soon. She thinks 
3"our father is dead, she says ; for she ha» a notion of having 
seen him fall down when there was a shot fired ; and no 
matter for that, you can come if he can't ; so no more at 
present from yours respectfully, 

" Simon Hickman." 

The name attached to this strange epistle threw no &r- 

■ 

ther light upon the subject 

Adrian and Ella consulted through the whole of that 
afternoon, as to what steps were to be taken, in consequence 
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of the Icttor jast received. Tliey knew that the |X)lice were 
aiixi()U> to o])tain soineinformjitiou roi^Mrdiui; the murderei's 
of old Mr. KiH'lson, although, in thos<! days, jK>lico matters 
were not i)articnlarly well managed, and the connnuniLation 
between different and distant States was slow and dittieult ; 
so that a villain of the blackest dye, at one extremity of tlie 
land, Wits tolerably sure of finding refuge at the other end of 
tlie Confederation. 

" I will ride over to the town to-morrow," said Adrian, 
in conclusion, "see the authorities, and endeavor to have 
immediate steps taken in this business. The murderer is 
evidently in Charleston, and should bfi apprehended. Be- 
sides, poor Kitty must not be neglected ; and we must for- 
mally demand her liberation. I will go away early, and be 
back by diinier-time." 

EllaV whole heai-t bad seemed in the conversation ; and 
sh(? had tried to keey it there ; but in the silent hours of 
night, other dark and terrible thoughts intruded, and kept 
her from repose. 

" Were those actually," she asked herself, ** the fet^lings 
and opinions of Adrian — ^her Adrian? Did he really feel, 
tliat because there was not noble blo(Kl in her veins, that 
because her father was a man of humble name, and no an- 
cient race, Adrian looked upon lier as an inferior, had made 
a struggle to overcome his prejudices or his principles, before 
he iisked her hand, and had wedded her, rather from a sud- 
den burst of enthusiastic compassion, than from true and ele- 
vated affection ?" 

" No," she answered, feeling she had gone too far 
in that course of thounrht. " No. Ho lovea me dearlv — 
devotedly. Tliat I cannot doubt ; but will that love be for 
his happiness ? To a woman, it would be all-sufficient ; but 
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cau that be tlio cfiso with a man? lie must — ^lie soon 
will be called upon to mingle in more active scenes of life. 
He Ciuiuot waste such energies, such talents as his, in this 
solitude, feeding upon love — nothing but love. No, no. Ho 
lias duties to peiform, and will soon find it time to perform 
them. He must go into the busy world. He must seek 
society. He must mingle with men of his own station ; and 
then — (ix)or Ella I) and then, men will talk of his plebeian 
>vife — sneer, perhaps, at the fisherman's daughter — laugh at 
his having married so lowly for a pretty fece — despise my 
husband on my account. Tlicre are some men — and I 
thought he was one — who would ride triumphant over such 
things — ^trample them under their feet — laugh them to 
scorn — ^be proud of Ella, for her love and for her worth, if I 
have any. But I see "the vulnerable |)oint — ^too late — alas, 
too late — and I have laid it open to be pierced by all the 
arrows of malevolence, and scorn, and petty spite." 

She wept silently, as she thought somewhat in this strain. 
She sti'uggled against her sobs for fear they should wake 
him; but for ^ve long hours EUajiever closed an eye, and 
when the hour tor rising came, she was pale, esdurasted, and 
careworn. 

Adrian was too kind and afiectbnflte, too deeply loving, 
not to perceive the change in her appearance ; thongh he 
feared to alarm her by noticing it. But he decided upon 
his course at once, believing that some illness was impend* 
ing over her. 

We may as well here state what that conne was, altihoiigh 
other circumstances frustrated the scheme. 

There was an old physician in the town, with whom his 
anatomical studies had made him well acquainted, a man 
both of skill and kindness ; and Adrian resolved to call up- 
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on him, and ask faim to drive out and see Ella, as if on a 
mere frJKndly visit, Tlie jihysiciiin, howev(>r, was abwjit 
when he CRJIcd, and Adrian wrote him a brii'f luiti; iitiiliiijr 
hiB object It wiia tliruedaysbL'furetlistnotc wiisdfliveri'd; 
for Adrian's friend had gone to New-Yorit upon bifincss, 
though the servant of the Iiouhc did not tliink fit to state 
die &ct. 

At the Police Office, Adrian obtained very little sitisfacti<>n. 
He found that no very active steps had been taken to ensure 
the punishment of Mr. Keelson's murderer. Same of the 
inferior persons knew little or notliing of the aubjecL Oth- 
ers answered dryly; and tie best assurance that he received 
was, that his information should be attended to, and evcty 
thing should be done that was right At the post-ofltce he 
found a letter for himself, which he puf in his pocket without 
reading, and rode liome, already somewhat late. 

The long houra of hii absence had passed ver}- sadly 
witb Ella. Ba tnl;. ctmipamona had been painful thoughts. 
Indeed, she now did more than think. She hesitated — hesi- 
tated, as to ber own ONiduct ShortJ; before Adrian's rc- 
tnm, her Utter reveries were iiSgdQled for a moment by 
die giri Rnth oomicg in up^%^f._pUusible <'rrand, and 
then it^iiig bo ask, ^vith aJo^^^aHRioiiate interest, whe- 
'dier sbe could not be of {u^^^\o her. 

Now die troth is, fti|fjt;'jitv^liad no real bu»iK?ss in the 
KNHD, stall; but Ella's «IiBi^^ appearance, her deep sad- 
nen, and an occn^otial' trace' of tonis upon her eyelids, had 
nnt^kd to attract tlio attention I uth of the nfiectionate girl 
md die old ooot Servants are always fond of moral jwner^ 
work, and never &ilto put fact and fact together, sometimes 
Tei7 aoourately, sometimes bunglingly enough. Ella was 
known to han recdved a letter on the preceding day. She 



and Adrian, instead of naJkiDg or driving out, as tiBUol, 
had remained at borne, shut uptogetlicr, conversing eantest- 
ly. The murmur of their voices had been heard through the 
whole afternoon, talking in a less quiet and lover-hkc tone 
than they had t^vcr been heard to speak before. Ella had 
risen pale, grave, thoughtful ; and Adrian had driven <tf 
immediately al^r breakfast to the distant town, while she 
remained in pensive solitude, mingling thought with tears. 
He sen'ants concluded that there had been a quarrel. What 
could be more natural ? and certiin it is, that botli the maids 
came to the same conclusion on that point; but there they 
parted opinions. Ruth, who had known more or less of 
EUa from cliildbood, felt fully convinced that Adrian had 
been harsh and unkind. She had seen a few specimens in 
her own family of how bout marital tenderness can turn 
after but short keeping; and she wu quite certain that 
Adrian was very mucli in the wrong. The old cook, on the 
contrary, thought quite the reverae, believed that nothing 
which her young master did could be wrong ; and wiQi a 
very scandalous want of the esprit do corps, d«cbired that it 
was "only some woman's pet." 

Ella replied to her tnad's ofier of assistance, that she 
wanted nothing, adding, however, after a moicent s piuse, 
" Not just at present, Rulh, Perhaps, hereafter 

It is wonderful how the germs of re'«olution& ^ w md 
sprout flint into strong plants, lliose words, "perhaps here 
after," were the first indieation« of a half-formed purpose — 
a hedtatjng resolution, which might have died Sivay and 
been fiisgotten, had it not speedily received fresb nouriah- 
menL ^■ 

^e Vttle interruption was serviceable in enabling her to 
- oalm heiaetf; and very soon after Adnaa retumed. Bm 
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account of bis proceedings was soon given : dinner was 
served, and over ; and tlien, tor the firsit time, as lie sat be- 
side Ella at the table, he I'emenibered the letter whifb ho 
bad not yet read, lie took it from bis pocket, laughing at 
bis own forgetfulness, and siiid, ** Luckily, Ella, it cannot be 
a billet-doux." 

He then opened it, and spread it out before himself and 
her, jmtting his left hand u])on it to keep it oi)en, and tbrow- 
ini; his ri«;;ht round her waist, that they miii'ht read it toixe- 
ther. The letter was in a strange hand, and run as 
follows : 

"My Dear Sir: 

" I am travelling in this countiy, and promised my 
father, Lord Maletbrt, to inquire after the relations which 
we have in tlie United Stjites. I find, to my sorrow, that 
you are the only one of our family now remaining in this i)art 
of the world — your fetber, Major Brewerton, whom we 
have often heard of^ as a gallant officer, being, I am told, 
dead within the List year. Your address has been furnish- 
ed to me by a college companion of yours ; and I write to 
say, that it would give me great pleasui-e to pay you a 
visits and to form a peisonal acquaintance with you, if it 
suits your convenience to receive, 

" Youra, faithfully, 

"Edwin BafiwERXox. 

"P. %, — You arOf of course, well acquainted iR*itb all 
the links of connection between us. Your answer will find me 
more surely if addressed to the I*ofit-Office, New- York, than 
to the inn, where I find the people exceedingly careless, and to 
Bay the truth, not very civil." 

Ella looked up in Adrian^s face. It was grave, and stem. 



THE CLOUDS OF TllK MIND. 203 

" What do you intend to answer?" she asked, in a tone of 
voice which trembled with much emotion ; for she looked for- 
ward to his reception of this young scion of nobihty as a 
touchstone, on which his real feehngs would be tried. But 
the solution of any remaining doubts, was to come sooner 
than she expected. Adrian's words were few, and though 
kind and tender in tone, seemed to her mind to want their 
usual frankness. 

" I shall decline to receive him, my love," he replied, 
and a moment after, as if he felt that the sentence ending 
there would be abrupt, he continued, saying, " We are really 
in no condition, Ella, to entertain peers' sons here." 

But the sting was in Ella's heai't. " His low-bom wife 
is the obstacle," she thought " He may make the sacrifice 
willingly — he might — ^lie would, I believe, sacrifice much 
more for me ; he would hve here in loneliness ; he would 
waste liis precious hours; he would debar himself of all 
society — but it must not — no, it must not be. I see it aU 
now. A light has broken in upon me — a fatal light — show- 
ing me the destruction of all my hopes, and the thorny path oi 
duty. ne,too,will be pained — ^he, too, will mourn. But better 
a few short hours of agony, even, than a life-time of regret" 

It was hard for her to restrain the tears that were rushing 
to her eyes — hard to keep down the sobs that were struggling 
in her breast ; and terrible was the eflfort to master both. But 
she did master them for the time. Every hour after, during 
that day and the next, was an hour of anguish. It is strange, 
when a mind is preoccupied by one strong impression — espe- 
cially if that mind be an earnest and a sensitive one — ^how 
every httle incident is unconsciously distorted, to serve the 
purposes of the preconceived belie£ A thousand such little 
incidents happened within th« next feuMmd-twenty hours, 
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which Ella applied to confirm the unhappy view she had 
taken, and to strengthen a purpose which, eveiy moment^ 
assumed a clearer and more distinct form. 

The anguish, the struggle, the terrible battle of the 
mind ; the restless night, the thoughtful day, could not be 
without their effect upon a frame so delicate as Ella^s, and 
Adrian saw with dismay, what he thought, the rapid pro- 
gress of increasing disease. As the physician had not come 
according to his request, he sent over a note asking for an 
inmoediate \Tsit, without any of the precautions which he 
had previously enjoined ; and so .alarmed had he now be- 
come, that he turned over in his mind the names of all the 
other medical men in the place, with the intention of direct- 
ing the gardener to bring some other aid, if he did not find 
the gentleman to whom he was first addressed. But there 
were objections to all. Charles Selden was too young, and 
though an excellent surgeon and anatomist, had little expe- 
rience in the treatment of disease. The same objections 
applied to two or three others; another was the slave of 
particular theories, to which he made every thing bend ; 
another had one peculiar mode of treatment for every dis- 
ease, which treatment, it was reported, was remarkably suc- 
cessful in relieving many classes of invalids from all need of 
farther medical attendance. He recollected, however, that 
in a town on the other side of his dwelling, some eighteen 
miles on the road to Boston, a physician had been practi»ing 
for nearly thirty years, whose name had acquired a vast 
reputation throughout the whole of that pait of the country ; 
and to him he determined to apply, if the gardener did not 
find the person to whom he was first sent 

The man was long absent, and returned without the 
physician, bringing infonnation that he had gone to tlaw- 
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York for an uncertain time. It was now nearly night Ella 
seemed somewhat better — cahner. The truth is, her mind 
was made up— the struggle was over — uncertainty was at 
an end — she had nothing but grief to endure. 

Nevertheless, Adrian determined to rise early, and to 
ride away at once in search of other aid. He found Ella 
awake when he first opened his own eyes, and there was no 
appearance of her having slept at ail. 

. *• Dearest Ella," he said, " you are ill. I see it well, my 
love. I saw it all yesterday, and the day before. I sent 
the gardener yesterday to bring Doctor Woolcot ; but he 

was absent at New- York. I am now going at once to 

to bring another physician to you — a man whom I know to 
be of the greatest skill. Perhaps you had better not rise, 
dearest, till you see him. I may be five or six hours absent; 
but I shall not be more." 

"Indeed, I am not ill," replied Ella, kissing him tenderly. 

It was all she said ; and Adrian leaving her, mounted 
his horse and rode away, llie road was very bad, and 
hilly. He was longer going than he expected. . When he 
arrived, the physician was out upon his professional round ; 
and Adrian waited for him two hours before he returned. 
He agreed to go over with the young gentleman, and felt a 
real interest in the anxious aflfection which Adrian displayed. 
But he had several other cases to attend to before he could 
set out; and nearly three hours more elapsed ere they 
were on the way. They rode fast; though not so &st as 
Adrian would have wished, and the mm was already setting 
when they arrived. 

" This is a sti*ange, desolate sort of place," said the phy 
sician, as they rode up ; lyit Adrian sprang from the saddle 
without answer, and after calling the gardener to take the 
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horses, looked into both the sitting-rooms for Ella. She was 
not there. He then ran up to their bed-room — she was not 
there either ; and coming down again, he called loudly for 
Ruth. The old cook appeared, saying in a very peculiar 
tone, " Misti'ess Brewerton is out, sir." She has been out a 
long while, and Ruth is out too." 

The physician had been standing in the panelled cham- 
ber with the door open ; and hearing what was passing, he 
came out, saying, " Here is a letter on the table for you, Mr. 
Brewerton." 

Adrian darted into the room, with vague feelings of ter- 
ror, which made his heart beat so \'iolently as to take away 
all power of speaking. 

Ella's handwriting, was upon the back of the letter. He 
knew it well ; though the lines were uneven, as if written 
with a shaking hand. His heart beat more vehemently than 
ever ; but he tore it open, and read, with his eyes straining 
wildly upon the paper. He had hardly got to the bottom 
of the page, when his cheek and brow, which had been 
flushed with excitement, turned deadly pale, and after a 
staggering effoi-t to catch the table, he fell prone upon the 
floor, striking his head violently, and cutting his temple. 
The physician bent over him for a moment, and then, leaving 
him where he lay, took the letter without ceremony, and read 
the contents. They were as follows. 

" My Bklovbd Husband : 

" I must give you terrible pain — I know it — ^I am sure 
of it ; but, oh Adrian 1 you know not what agony I inflict 
upon myself. But I have been t*ight from childhood that 
no grief — ^no pain — no sacrifice ^uld be put in competi- 
tion with duty ; iuid I feel that I am doing my duty to you, 
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and to society, in the step I am about to take, whatever be 
the agony to both of us. 

** When this reaches you, I shall be far away — long 
miles distant from him in whom all my earthly affections are 
bound up ; but wherever I go — be it to the remotest part 
of the earth — I shall bear with me the same unchanging, 
devoted love which actuates me even in wringing my own 
heart, and paining yours. 

" But I must tell you why I go, though in doing so I may 
add to your grief. My tears blot the writing, and my 
thoughts whirl, so that I know not if you can understand 
me. I have ever loved you dearly — ^I own, without shame, 
I did so before you asked me to be your wife. In the very 
joy — and in the sorrow which then — except for that bright 
beam of light — surrounded me. on all sides, I forgot every 
consideration but that I was to be youi-s — that the loved one 
was to be mine. I forgot difference of station — difference 
of race — of fortune — of every thing. I forgot that I was 
but a fisherman's daughter — ^you descended from an ancient, 
noble race. The difference, the disparity, if you will, my 
Adrian, never occurred to my mind. If it had, I assure 
you solemnly, that I would not have wedded you, had the 
sacrifice broken my heart. 

" Within the last few weeks, I have not only become 
sensible of that disparity ; but assured that you yourself feel 
it, not with any undervaluing of your poor Ella — ^for I know 
that you value her more than she deserves — ^but with a 
sensitiveness which would render our union a curse rather 
than a blessing, if I did did not remove all cause for sneers 
and contumely on the parfr of the world, and every sense of 
degradation on yours, on^count of a step which love and 
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compassion equally prompted. Were I to remain with you, 
the class of society in which you were born, and have been 
brought up, would be closed against you, if not by the pre- 
judices of others, by yoiir own delicacy of feeling — ^you 
would spend your life almost in solitude — ^you would wither 
under regret — and all your talents and quahties would be 
wasted in a narrow, narrow sphere. 

" Can 'Ella suffer this ? Can she remain worthy of your 
love — can she be what you thought her, if she allows this 
to be, when by one brie^ though terrible effort, she can free 
you from the chain she heedlessly, unconsciously fastened 
upon you ? Oh no, Adrian, no ! 

" I beseech you, my beloved, cast from you all feelings 
of grief, and all unwillingness to mingle in the world. Few 
know of our marriage — let it rest in silence for all the rest 
of mankind — mingle in society — act the noble part assigned 
you in the great events of life — receive the high-born rela- 
tions and friends whom you now exclude ; and if you cannot 
forget Ella herself — which I will not believe you can do — 
forget that she was beneath yourself in station, and of a ple- 
beian race. Or if that be not possible^ for one educated as 
you have been, think of her as one dead ; and only mourn 
for her as for a flower we may unconsciously tread upon in 
our walks. 

" Do not — do not — I beseech you, Adrian, as a last re- 
quest — seek to discover where I go, or to bring me back. 
I feel that it is for your happiness that I should be away. 
I feel that it is right that it should be so. The opinions you 
entertain regarding the differences of family and station, 
though love might subdue them f(3r a time, would still recur 
with effect, not only painful but detrimental. Yet I must hear 
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from you — I must hear that you are well — that active occu- 
pation, apd the fulfilment of high duties are consolin<if you ; 
and if you will write to me to the post-office at Baltimore, 
your letter will reach me, though not veiy soon i)erha])8. 
I, too, will write to you after a time, when I can tell you 
that I am more calm, more composed, though ever, very dear- 
est husband, 

" Your affectionate — ^your devoted 

"Ella Brkwerton. 

" P. S. — ^I have means enough with me for all my pres- 
ent wants, so let not the thought that I am in poverty add 
any thing to your grief." 

" Quite sufficient— quite sufficient," said the phpician, 
when he had read the letter. " Here is the cause of the 
wife's illness, and the husband's iainting. Stupid young 
people ! This is the way boys and girls go and make them- 
selves miserable, just as if there was not enough wretched- 
ness in the world, without the brewing fresh batches for their 
own drinking. So he's of noble and ancient race, is he; 
and she a fisherman's daughter ! Well, she writes a beau- 
tiful hand, and a very touching letter, and is a great deal 
better tlian he is, I dare say. However, we must do some- 
thing for him. Hang it, he is bleeding like a pig T' and ho 
went to the door, calling for some assistance. 

" Ah, Doctor, what are you doing here T cried a voice 
he knew, and Charles Selden walked into the hall, with his 
valise in his hand. 

" Why, I came to see one patient, Doctor Selden, and 
have got another instead," replied the physiciaib moving 
back into the room again. "That young man who Ues 
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there in syncope, came over to bring me to his wife, who 
was very ill, he said ; but when we got here we found the 
wife gone, and this letter on the table, which knocked my 
young friend down like a sledge-hammer." 

" Ella gone ! — Ella Brewerton gone !" exclaimed Charles 
S<'lden, with a look of utter amazement; and snatcliing 
up the letter, he ran his eye hastily over it, and then threw 
it down again ^vith a very v(*hement exclamation. 

" I thought so," he cried, " I thought so ! These mad pre- 
judices of Adrian's, rooted in his mind by his foolish old 
father, I dare say, have deprived him of the dearest, the 
sweetest, the most beautiful wife that man could find upon 
the earth, and separated two hearts that loved each other 
with a love hardly earthly. Poor, poor Ella ! I can feel for 
you, sweet giri ;" and the tears actually trembled in Charles 
Selden's ey^. " Poor Adrian, too. He is the wretch of 
other men's follies, not his own. But we must do some- 
thing for him. Doctor. This is a more serious affair than 
you imagine ; and it will either turn his brain or break his 
heart, unless we can light up hope again, and bring back 
Ella to him. Why the tenderness of that very letter will 
make her loss ten times more tenible. If she had scolded 
him, as he deserves, it would have been nothing at all in 
comparison. Here Palham, Palliam, you old knave, come 
and help us to carry your master up to his room." 

The gardener hobbled in with his lame leg ; and Adrian 
was soon raised and carried to his own solitary chamber ; 
but there is no necessity for detaining the reader with details 
of all that followed. Adrian Brewei-ton was brought to 
himself vpth some difficulty, and as soon as he was complete- 
ly master of his own faculties, £e started up wildly, declaring 
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that he would go after Ella that moment. The surgeon and 
Charles Seidell used every argument to persuade him to 
refrain ; hut the feelinfj of weakness which soon came over 
him, prov(^d a better argument than any they could use. 

" No, no, Adrian," said Selden, when he saw him somewhat 
subdued, " it is useless pursuing your lost angel, now. I 
have read the letter without scruple, in order to discover 
what was the matter with you ; and I tell you, as your friend, 
and one who has always advised you well, if you would but 
have followed his advice, that there is nothing for you to do, 
but to write to her at Baltimore, as she tells you, and assure 
her that she is mistaken as to your views." 

" I will write this moment," cried Adrian, trying to rise. 

" No, you must not," answered the old physician, " be- 
cause you are neither in a state to write, nor to think." 

" Wait till to-morrow," said Charles Selden, * and then 
write. I will send a few words, too, telling her what I know 
to be true, that your happiness, your health, your life de- 
pends upon her immediate return. She has under-esti- 
mated your love for her, Adrian, and over-estimated your 
prejudices." 

Adrian pressed his hand upon his eyes ; but feebleness 
had rendered him tractable ; and Charles Selden, who was 
doubtful as to what would be the effect upon his mind, re- 
mained by his bed-side all night. The letter, however, was 
written to Baltimore on the following day, though even then 
he was unable to rise from his bed ; and his friend extracted 
from him a promise, that he would wait at least one month 
for an answer. 

Adrian insisted, however, upon reading Ella's letter 
again ; and when Charles Selden went to seek it in the i-oom 
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below, he found that the old gardener had taken it into his 
safe-keeping. Whether he, or his female companion in the 
kitchen, had ventured to scrutinize the contents, we cannot 
tell ; but certainly, by this time, even the old cook herself 
was convinced that Ella was an angel upon earth. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Tbat inljr reeds luoUe wIEh Uicoghts TmUad, 
And nomlsheth her owne cDOEnmlEig BnmrtI 

DRESBKif in the deep mourning which. she had always worn 
anco her {aUier's deatii, tmd with her &ce concealed by a 
thick veil, Ella Brewerton — whose history we must now fol- 
low — walked rapidlj' over the hills, several hours before her 
husband's return to the house. The path took inimy !l 
zigz.'^ turn as it climbed the acchvities; but it viae iimvb 
the shorl«st way towards the turnpike road, wliich it was 
Ella's object to reach before the stage &oni a distant place' 
pa»jed on its way to town. Ruth followed at a^ considerable 
distance ; for she was retarded by drag^ng rather thaa ' 
carrying a small portmanteau which was not, indeed, very 
heavy, although it contained all that her unhappy mistrtaB 
had provided for her journey. Tlie path, which was in feet 
a gulley washed out by the strong freabeta always prevail- 
ing there in the spring, was ftill of ebarp stones, made 
slippery by recent rain; and Ella's dBlic»te feet, little accus- 
tomed — fisherma'n's daughter though ebe was — to such 
rough walking, were dreadfully bruised and cut, long before 
slie arrived at the old milestone which stood by a Ic^ trough 
plentifully supplied withclear spring water. Here the driver 
of the coach was accustomed to stop every day, not only to 






vater his horses, but to tiiVc up nny passongoi's who might 
come down from the easturn sloiwa ; an event whicli had 
become of more frequent oeturreiice since Adrian had made 
his residence in the neighborhood, and Charles Selden had 
been an occasional viator. The hilly nature of the ground, and 
the roughness of tJie road prevented Ella, in spite of all her 
exertions, from arriving at the spot till tlie moment before 
the stage WHS about to drive off, snd it required a good deal 
of persuasion on her part to induce the man of the whip to 
wait till the panting Ruth came up, although it is difficult 
to understind what was his motive in not I'eadily comiJy- 
ing, H9 he had not a siiigk pii-wenger inade. 

It is nc^ impaaible thiit tliL- good man's objections might 
arise from a eerUon morliirl foeling of independence and 
■If-iinporiance, which made liim roluotaiit to grant any 
i&vor uithuut debate, iilthou<;li his mind was made up to 
yield from the beginniug, and il put him to no actual incon- 
e to do so. Stropping' the trunk assoon as it arrived, 
however, upon an immetiae scnlFolding that projected from 
hind tlie coach, and assisting,' the two ladies to get in — ibr 

of eouT?* made no diHei'ente between mistress and maid 
with a gentleJieea of manner quite inconsistent with the 
.*feiW!ion8 iiidif&feiivo of his tiilk, the Yankee Jehu deliber- 
ately mounted 'his box, aiid ciiiesing his logs with provoking 
slowness, started his liorsftii jit a very easy trot, as if speed or 
time, which had been all-important to him a moment be- 
fore, were now of no consequence whatever. 

Then came upon Ella the fnll sense of her situation. 
Throwing herself into the back conier of the carriage, 
she leaned her head against the leathern curtain and sobbed. 
It was a moment of mortal agony — it was an hour of terri- 
ble struggle : but the combat was soon over ; the mind van- 



• THE CLOtDB OP T 

quished the heart ; and at the end of a few niiQiitoi^ ^he lirow 
hor thick veil aside, to breathe more freely. 

With feminine tact, Ruth Lad not attempted con- 
solation; for though she knew not exactly the circum- 
stances in which her young and beautifiit mistre&s wns 
placed, she knew that they were all ptunful, and di- 
vined that consolation would be- in vain. She gave a 
glance at Ella's fair face, however, as soon as the veil was 
withdrawn, and beheld no look of dull and sullen griet) but 
rather the pale, tender, almost inspired expression of counte- 
nance, which ancient pdnters dreamed aa t^t of Siunt Ag- 
ues, lighted up with a pure and holy consciouaness of an en- 
tire sacrifice of self — heart ami iniod, hope and happiness — 
to the wel&re o( one wL-udi sIjp loved better than any tlung 
except her God, There iv^is :i slight diacoloratioti about the 
poor girl's eyes — a blue tr.iii.^jiari'ney of the lids, whieli often 
comes after great grie^ eviTi when llierc have been op tears, 
Ella's hair, too, which h i i ilU jrraui[ed with acrupulouS 
care, was now pushed b k t m tho forehead, as if by the 
frequent pressure of the I u I uf>i.n the thruhbing brow and 
temples. But her mo tl \ s ~i calm — its lines in such 
perfect and peaceful repo~ 1 t it, at Last, gayo no evldenee 
of the storm of emotions »lii ) bad swoptover her. 

Ella made an effort to i i ^trse with !icr companion; 
but she found that etfort \ i n in J Lbangm? her seat to the 
middle one, she let donn tl i «in \ v, ii d ga/ed out for a 
moment at the melancholy, but &miliar scenery which was 
passing from ber view. Then, dosing the window, ^e tth 
sumed Ler first seat, and droppmg her ^ell over ber lace, 
remained abwrbed iu her oi^n thoughts The windows 
rattled ; tho springs creaked and groaned , the coachman 
^Iked and shouted to his homes , object after object w«t 
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paeeed ; but Ella heard not, i&v not, moved not, until tihe 
stage drew up to discharge ita mail-bag at the little post- 
office, which, with a singular disregard to tlie convenience of 
the population, was placed on the outskirts, instead of in the 
centre of the town. 

Alter pausing to say a word to the poet-master, the 
driver came back to the side of the vehicle, and asked, in 
his unceremonious way, where she was goinij. Ella be^ed 
to be set down at the house of a small tradesman, who lived 
ck»e by the water, and with whom her &ther had had some 
dealings. She recollected tJiat his wife, whom she had seen 
on two or three occasions, appeared to be a kind, moth- 
erly sort of person in a homely way, and she had no doubt 
of finding with her a safe and respectable asylum, till she 
could continue her journey 
> Be it utidcrstood thiit the coachman was not under the 

rsUghtest obliapitjijn to linve his pasaengcis one step beyond 
tJjo stage-bouse at wIiilIi he put up, and which was at some 
- ' distance from the jjait ( t the town to which Ella was desirous 
»:6f g<»iig. Nererthelcfo, he whippd up his horses, merely 
■ ^ Fefroihing his feelings with a low-toned, grumbling soliloquy, 
' ' and started for the jilace she had named, at a good pace. 
The tradesman's wifb received her unexpected viator with 
Hie greatest cordiality, and readily assured her of a lodging 
for herself and her maid, without stopping to enquire into 
the circumstauces in whiiih it was required ; and the driver, 
of his own accord, offered to carry the lug^;age to the lady's 
room. When he had got it there, with an unaccountAble 
expansiveness of heart he made a general proffer of his ser- 
vices, and praceeded with his own hands to change the 
arrangement of some of the furniture, so as to make more 
room ; and yet when Ella, to test% her gratitude for lua 
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kindness, offered him a trifle for himself^ after paying the 
fare, he held the money in his hand for a moment, looked 
at it with a curious eye, and then threw it down upon the 
table, saying, "Thank you, ma'm; but I'd have you to 
understand that I'm nobody's hired servant — not I ;" and 
strode out of the room with an air of offended dignity. 

Ella ran after him, and assured him she had no intention 
of hurting his feelings; but, though he received her ex- 
planation with a certain degree of graciousness, the wound 
seemed still to rankle a little ; for without saying a word, he 
sprang upon his box, drew his hat fiercely over his brows, 
and with a sharp whistle, drove off at a rate which quite 
redeemed the character for speed of both his horses and 
himself. 

In spite of the kind-hearted entreaties of her hostess and 
of Ruth — the latter perhaps actuated by mixed motives <rf 
sympathy and hunger — Ella refused to take any refreshment. 
She had a bad headache, she said, which nothing but sleep 
could alleviate. Moreover, she hinted, she l^ad various ai^ 
rangements to make, and to thmk over, wfaioj^ wotild render 
it agreeable for her to remain in her room during the 
greater part of the evening. 

The good woman, Mrs. Place, patted her kindly on the 
shoulder, told her to do exactly as she pleased, and left her 
for the remainder of the day fi'ee from any intrusion. Even 
Ruth herself, on Ella telling her that she should have no 
further occasion for her services that evening, importuned 
her no more to eat any thing, although she declared that a 
nice chop, or a bit of chicken, would certainly do her good. 
She set off, however, to try the prescription on herself, 
and found it very effectual in satisfying the cravings of a 
hearty appetite, which not even a sympathy for Ella was 
10 
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ajble to subdne. Her mistress had warned her to be dis- 
creet; but a lady's maid, although often employed as a 
confidante, is not a very safe depositoiy for a lady's secrets ; 
and Ruth, it must be owned, was not long in I'elieving her- 
self of as much of Ella's history as she herself knew. As- 
suredly she made but a bungling story of it : the only 
information which she could give, regarding the cause of 
Ella's quitting her home, amounting to no more than that 
her husband "' had done something dreadful ;" which state- 
ment left their worthy hostess not only in a state of greater 
sympathy for Ella than ever, but also in considerable doubt 
as to whether the ^ something^ dreadful spoken of by Ruth 
was an attempt to poison, or cool deHberate bigamy. 

We will not attempt to describe the manner in which 
Ella passed the remainder of that day, and the night that 
followed. She remained alone in her own room, with the 
door closed ; and when Ruth looked in as night fell to enquire 
if she could be of any service, Ella's back was turned to- 
wards her, and her sweet but tremulous voice replied, " Of 
none whatever. I shall not want any thing more to-night." 
Early on the succeeding morning, the girl again opened the 
door as noiselessly as possible, and went in on tip-toe. She 
found her mistress asleep upon the bed, dressed as she 
had been the day before, while an arm-chair stood in front 
of the table near, on which lay a pillow, indented evidently 
by the pressure of a head, and still wet with recent tears. 
Ella's slumber was so profound and still, and her face was 
overspread with so death-like a pallor — ^not infrequent in 
the sleep of exhaustion — that the maid started back in 
alarm. -The noise she made aroused Ella, who raised 
herself suddenly, with a low exclamation, apparently un- 
ooDsciouB at first of where she was. The reality soon 
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came back to her like a painful dream, and she bent down 
her head for a moment, as if to pray, clasping her hands 
together in an agony of overwhelming emotion, when she 
found another day dawning upon her sorrow and solitude 
of heart 

Ella soon recovered herself however ; and turning to 
Ruth with that gentle smile, which seemed to sanctify her 
beauty, she said, "We must leave this place as soon as possible, 
Buth. Immediately after breakfast we will go down toge- 
ther to the shipping. Tell Mrs. Place, for me, that I should 
prefer the breakfast here, if not inconvenient to her ; and 
that I should be glad of her company, if «he can give it tQ 
me." 

Ruth hastened to seek their hostess, who was already 
up and dressed ; and on receiving the message the good wo- 
man replied, that the dear child should have her breakfast 
when and where she liked. " I will get it ready for her 
myself," she said, " and then I'm sure it will be right; and 
I shall be quite happy to go and take mine along with her, 
or to do any thing in the world to be of service to so sweet 
and ill used a creature." 

The girl deUvered the reply Hterally, somewhat startling 
Ella by the last expression of commiseration. Shortly after, 
and while the day was still quite young — for early hours 
prevailed univei-sally in the times of which we write — the 
bustling mistress of the house made her appearance in Ella's 
room, with all the paraphemaha of the break£Eist table. 
After a few moments' delay, the breakfest was brought in, 
consisting of all that the hostess thought would tempt her 
guest's appetite. 

Mrs. Place soon perceived fh)m various indications in 
the room, as well as from the appearance of Ella's eyes, 
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ihat her beautiful visitor had passed the greater part of the 
night in watching and in tears ; and seating herself at 
the table, the really kind-hearted woman endeavored, by 
pouring forth a flood of vague sympathy for insinuated mis- 
fortunes, to gain the confidence of her young guest ; but it 
was all in vain. Ella answered her questions gently, and 
kindly, but guardedly ; and they were not so direct as to 
compel her to refuse a reply. Mre. Place almost thought 
herself unfairly treated ; for she had promised herself — and 
how often aire we accustomed to throw upon others the re- 
sponsibiUty of our promises to ourselves — that Ella would 
make her the confidante of all her troubles during the meal, 
to which she imagined herself specially invited for the pur- 
pose. 

She made one more effort, however, saying, " I do in- 
deed wish I could be of any service to you, or give you any 
advice ; " but, of course, one can't do any thing without 
knowing what is the matter." 

" You are only too kind, and considerate to me, dear 
Mrs. Place," replied Ella. " I have disturbed the regulari- 
ity of your household, and have used your hospitality long 
enough. Circumstances compel me to go a long way from 
home, and I shall leave this part of the country to-day, if 
it be possible. I am going out to see for some means 
of conveyance ; and if I find one ready, I shall go at once, 
so that I may not be able to return, and take leave of you. 
In that case, I will send for my little luggage. I hope the 
time will come — ^though I hardly have a right to hope so—, 
when it will be in my power to make you some return for 
your goodness to me." 

" Well, well, my child," replied Mrs. Place, taking Ella's 
small white hand in one of a very different hue and tex- 



THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND. 221 

ture, " what, and how great your troubles may be I do not 
know. Of course it is no business of mine," she added, 
mtending to convey a slight reproach ; " but this I can and 
will say ; they come from no fault of yours, you sweet, inno- 
cent, ill-used darling." 

There was something in the homely honesty of the good 
woman's language, which, in spite of all Ella's efforts to 
control herself, touched her heart so deeply, that she could 
not prevent a warm tear from dropping upon the rough hand 
which was pressing her own. But when she had conquer^ 
ed her emotion, she wrapped herself in a shawl, and again 
dropping her veil over her face, set forth, accompanied by 
Ruth, to seek for a vessel bound to Charleston, or some 
neighboring port 

The search was long and wearisome, not that the ship- 
ping was very extensive, but that the vessels were scattered 
at inteiTals along the wooden quays, which extended for a mile 
or two, both up and down, the shores of the httle inner bay, 
Ella was ignorant of the manner in which they were dis- 
tributed, according to their trades ; and for a long time went 
hither and thither without guide, while many a young clerk 
who was being initiated into the mysteries of merchandis- 
ing by performing the morning duties of opening the ware- 
house, and sweeping out the counting-room, stopped for a 
moment in his dusty avocations, to watch with wonder and 
admiration, the beautiful form, graceful and lady-like in ev- 
ery motion, that was gliding from vessel to vessel at such an 
unusual hour of the day. 

From several rough sailors the poor girl got but a short 
and indifferent answer, or at best, but very indistinct infor- 
mation, till at length, to her unspeakable relief — we must 
not say joy ; for the relief had its pang — ^Ella found a 
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schooner laden with timber, which was to sail for Charles* 
ton that day at noon. 

The skipper, who was also the owner — a veiy customs* 
ly combination then — belonged to the free and independent 
order of humanity ; another specimen of the same genus 
with our friend of the reins and lash. He also, like many 
of his tribe, was a good-hearted man, if judged by his ao- 
tions; but, taken at his word, you would have thou^t 
him a complete brute. He was one of those men, in short, 
who seem fond of knocking their feUows down, for the 
purpose of picking them up again. 

A porter pointed him out to Ella, on the deck of his 
vessel ; and ascending by a plank, which led from the quay 
to the ship, to him she at once applied for a passage ftMP 
herself and RutL 

At first, he made every sort of objection — ^protested that 
he had not thought of taking passengers that voyage, that 
he had made no preparations, had laid in no passengers' 
stores, and that it was too late then to get any. There was 
but one berth in the vessel fit for a lady, he said, and his 
own wife must have that, as he had more than half promis- 
ed to take her along that trip, and in fine, that he could not, 
and would not take the two applicants on any consideration. 

Ella answered all his objections as well as she could, 
assured him that she was not dainty in her food, wished no 
special preparations made for her, declared she would glad- 
ly dispense with a berth, and sleep on the floor of the little 
cabin, if he would allow her to share it with her maid, and 
in the end, finding all in vain, was turning away in despair, 
with tears in her eyes, when he called her back, saying, 
•* Drat it, my dear ! If you want so bad to go, you shall go, 
even if the old woman has to stay at home this time ;" and 
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he then proceeded to demolish severally all his own objec- 
tions, as if by after-thoughts, telling her where he thought 
he could get provisions fit for her to eat, how he would 
have a soi^ brought down for the girl to sleep upon, and 
devising an infinity of arrangements with eveiy sort of 
alacrity. His whole manner changed completely after he 
had made up his mind; and from that moment, he became 
wonderfully kind, and anxious to oblige. Nor must the 
reader imagine that he was moved by any mercenaij 
motive ; for such was not the case. He bustled about 
somewhat to the neglect of his own business, doing a 
thousand things to add to EUa's comfort on the voyage, 
more than she required, and sent up his son, who officiated 
as cabin-boy, to fetch down her luggage fi'om the house of 
Mrs. Place. All the time, too, he called her " my dear," 
with a £sitherly tenderness which his white hair well justified, 
and in short, treated her both in word and act as if she had 
been a favorite daughter. 

If the human heart be naturally full of perversity, sure- 
ly BGme of the best hearts in New England must have got 
an additional drop. 

There was only one thing which the skipper seemed to 
forget ; and that was to apprize Mrs. Skipper that he did not 
intend to take her to Charleston with him that voyage. Now 
whether the difficulty he had made on her account, was the 
mere figment of a dogged sort of irritation at being put out 
(as he called it) by the application of passengers, when he 
expected none, or whether he communicated her fate to his 
better half during a quarter of an hour's absence from 
the ship, we cannot say; but certainly Ella heard no- 
thing of his wife's disappointment, and quietly took posses- 
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sion of the little cabin, which, according to his first account, 
had been destined for another person. 

At the appointed hour, the Uttle schooner set sail, with 
wonderful punctuality. There was a good 'stiflf breeze blow- 
ing ; and the vessel flew before it, with a rapidity which 
brought back vividly to Ella's mind many scenes of terror 
associated with that fatal bay. But other feelings had too 
firm a hold upon her for alarm. She stood on the deck, 
holding on by the rigging, as the schooner passed, one 
by one, the famihar objects on the eastern shore. There 
were the fishermen's huts, with some of the boats drawn 
up upon the beach — ^there was the cottage, with the blue 
smoke curling from the chimney — the scene of her first 
meeting with Adrian, of her father's death, and of her ill- 
omened marriage, — there was the light-house, whose re- 
volving lamps she had so often watched when her father 
was out at sea ; and beyond was the blue ocean — to her 
mind, a type of all that was terrible and obscure : like Death 
in its greediness, like Fate in its uncertainty. 

They were soon upon its bosom, and as they swept 
round the sandy spit that ran out for some distance from 
the shore, at the mouth of the bay, Ella fancied that she 
caught a glimpse for a moment of the chimneys of a house 
dearer to her than even her old dear home — a house whose 
roof covered all that was left for her to love on earth. 
Adrian was there ; and oh, how she loved him at that 
moment ! How she loved him, even when, for his sake, 
she was tearing herself away from him for ever ! 

The very thought brought emotions that almost suffo- 
cated her, and sobbing like a child, she ran down below. 
Her brain seemed to turn. All the arguments she had used 
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to her own heart seemed extinguished in the agony of that 
hour. She regretted, almost with the wildness of despair, 
the course she had taken. But in time, other thoughts 
returned — she remembered that she had sacrificed herself 
for his happiness ; she again felt that she had done well I 
Heaven knew, and Adrian knew the purity of her motives 
in the course she had followed. What value to her was 
the opinion of any others ? 

But the struggle was not so easily over this time. At 
first, a strong and newly-aroused feeling — an enthusiasm — 
a frenzy, if you will, had carried her forward with the pre- 
cipitancy of a torrent, against which the stout swimmers, 
love and hope, had striven in vain. Now, the impression 
was no longer fresh. Time had given thought leisure to 
act, and had effaced the most vivid Knes which imagina- 
tion had drawn. Doubts rose up, as they will after every 
act that seems irrevocable — ^not doubts of her own motives, 
but doubts of her own judgment She had acted for the 
best, she knew ; but had she acted wisely ? Had she 
really consulted Adrian's happiness ? Had she, in choosing 
betweefe two sorts of anguish, inflicted on him the least ? 

She hoped so — she believed so ; but the very thought 
disquieted her terribly — troubled the only fountain from 
which the fever of her grief could hope to draw one last 
draught of consolation and repose. If she had sacrificed aU 
that was to her most dear — if she had inflicted the same 
sacrifice on him, without attaining the result she had hoped 
for, oh, how terrible would be her fate ! Oh, how bitter 
her regret! 

Once, and once only, she asked herself if passion had 
had no share in her decision — once, and once only, she 
doubted her own motives. But conscience, with that 

10* 
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small still voice which never lies, spoke now to comfort 
her ; and justified her purpose, and her motives, if it still 
left her doubtful of the result of her acts. That doubt 
was agonizing enough to bear; but the veiy questioning 
of conscience, and the calm, consoling answer that it gave, 
afforded some support Even a better was near at hand. 

The book of Grod was lying on the table in the little 
cabin. She took it up, and sought consolation thence. The 
Christian was even stronger than the woman — gradually 
the tumult of emotion subsided : she was calm but sad. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



Could but our anoestors retrieve their fkte 
And see their ofBq[>rtng thus degenerate ; 
How we contend for birth and names nnknown, 
And bnild on their past actions, not our own, 
Thej^d cancel records, and their tombs d^Buse^ 
And then disown the Tile, degenerate race ; 
For Dune of ikmilies is all a cheat : 
Tis p^sonal yirtae only makes ns great 

Dh Fox. " Th6 7¥u&-lH>m J^UahmanJ* 



The letter to Ella, which Adrian, as has been stated, was per- 
suaded to send, instead of seeking for her in person, had 
proved more difficult to write than he had expected. In mere 
contemplation, it had seemed but necessary to pour f(»*th 
to her, imdisguisedly, the whole feelings of his heart — ^to 
tell her his grie^ his agony — ^to assure her that life without 
her was insupportable to him, and to beseech her to return 
at once, with all those entreaties best fitted to touch a 
woman's heart. As long as he kept to this stram, all was 
well ; for sincere grief is always either mute or eloquent ; 
but as Adrian wrote on, other considerations suggested 
themselves. Ella, he thought, knew well, at the moment 
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she took her terrible resolution, that he would suffer as he 
was suflfering ; and yet, fix)m a steady conviction that it waa 
right to do so, had inflicted the anguish which she foresaw, 
upon him, and upon herself. Would any description of 
the first efiects of her departure shake ^er resolution, and 
induce her to return ? Would any thing less than an assur- 
ance that she had mistaken his opinions, attributed preju- 
dices to him that he did not feel, or which were now ban- 
ished, satisfy one who could wound her own heai-t, and sac- 
rifice all her happiness, from a sense of duty ? 

But could Adrian give that assurance ? Could he tell her 
that such prejudices had never existed, or even that they were 
now removed ? He felt that, in honor and honesty, he could 
not. He was sorely tempted to assert it — he was half inclined 
to believe that he was convinced, and to tell her so. But when 
he came to scrutinize his own feelings, new doubts and hesi- 
tations came upon him — all the arguments which Charles 
Selden had used seemed vain, and he forbore from express- 
ing convictions, which he was by no means sure had been 
received by his mind. He finished his letter, however, by 
words which were likely to strike the chord which vibrated 
most strongly in Ella's bosom. She had left him from a 
sense of duty, he said ; he was sure of it, and he reproached 
her not ; but there was another sacred duty, which he must 
call to her remembrance. He bade her recollect the mar- 
riage vow which she had plighted to him, so short a time 
before ; and he solemnly called upon her, by that vow, to 
return to him at once, as her first great duty. 

He did not show the letter to any one ; but he told 
Charles Selden the last words he had written, and was glad 
to find that another, possessing some knowledge of Ella's 
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character, judged that those words would have complete 
effect. 

" Take my word for it, Adrian," said his friend, " that 
she will fly to you as soon as she receives your letter. But 
you must not be too impatient. Remember, she tells you it 
may be long ere she can hear from you, and wait patiently; 
for I will answer for it with my life, that she comes as soon 
as she does so." 

A month wore away dully and heavily. Adrian recov- 
ered his corporeal health ; but he could not shake off the 
dark despondency that oppressed him. Though it be good 
to know one's self, yet men may be too fond of anatomizing 
their own hearts, and Adrian was so. He believed, with 
Charles Selden, that Ella would return at once ; but he often 
asked himself what he should say, if, after her return, the 
subject of birth and race were to arise — how he should make 
her understand that, though as a mere speculative opinion 
he attributed still great influence to blood, and high descent, 
yet that he looked upon her as altogether an exception — one 
beyond, above all rule, and that practically, what were per- 
haps his prejudices, had no effect. He tormented himself 
with such thoughts daily ; and still the very fact of Ella's 
absence — ^the want of that beloved form to %ht his home — 
the silence of his heart, to which her voice had been as 
music — all filled him with gloom not to be cast off. 

If Adrian felt Ella's absence sadly, poor Davie, the fool, 
felt it sadly, too. He never spoke of her ; he made no en- 
quiries ; but he wandered about with a look so sorrowful, that 
there could be no doubt of what he endured. When Adrian, 
as was almost his daily custom, went forth to walk up and 
down along the desolate side of the hill, Davie would often 
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'kXkyw him ; and hour after hour, they would pace baekwaids 
and forwards, sometimes side by side, sometimes the youi^ 
man a step in advance, with his firm, slow, heavy-heaorted 
tread, the old man limping after. Often they spoke not 
during the whole walk ; but at other times they would say 
a few words to each other, or even converse for a abort 
time ; but the name of EDa was never mentioned bat onoa 
between them. 

The nearest approach that they ever made to the subject 
most busy in the minds of each, was, one day, when Davie 
made some enquiries as to whether poor Kitty, the negreas^ 
had been heard of. 

" Once," replied Adrian. " Only once. She was then 
in Charleston." 

"Ah — Charleston," rejoined Davie, "there are many 
black folks there, I think" 

" A great many," answered Adrian. 

" I wonder if their souls are black," said Davie, abruptly; 
for this seemed a favorite question with his mind. 

"Of course not," answered Adrian, almost sharply. 
" What should make you think so ?" 

" Because God made both soul and body," replied Da- 
vie. " Why should he not make both of one color ?" 

Adrian mused, and Davie enquired, " Don't you believe 
God made man ?" 

" Certainly," replied Adrian. " I must be an Atheist 
else." 

" I don't know what that means," replied Davy, humbly. 
" I am very ignorant and stupid. But I fancied you thought 
diflferently, from what you said one day about high-bom and 
low-bom." 
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Adrian started. Not only did the man touch, harshly, 
upon the painful subject of so many of his thoughts, but he 
recalled, in a moment, to his mind, the conversation which 
he had held with him, seated in the porch of the house, on 
the very day when the first news of poor Kitty was received. 
He recollected that Ella was in the sitting-room, close at 
hand, with the windows open, and might well hear aU that 
passed. He recollected the state of extreme agitation in 
which he had found her the moment after, and he compre- 
hended, at once, that it was then the first blow had been 
given. He saw that her resolution had not been taken so 
suddenly as he had at first supposed — ^that it was not one 
solitary indication of family pride, which had led her to the 
conclusions she had formed ; and his despondency deepened, 
rather than diminished. 

" I wish you would answer me," said Davie, in a tone 
almost of entreaty. ^ I want to know what to think about 
these things." 

Adrian had almost answered, in his irritation with him- 
self, "Think that I am a fool;" but suddenly another idea 
struck him. " Tell me, what do you think, Davie," he said, 
in a franker tone than he had before used. " Do you not 
believe a man is better for being well-bom, than for being 
low-bom ? " and then seeing his simple companion look as if 
he did not clearly comprehend the terms, he added, " — I 
mean for being the son or grandson of a lord, rather than 
being the son of a poor man — a mechanic ?" 

" K you mean by being better, that he is more comforta- 
ble, I cannot tell," rephed Davie ; " for I never was the son 
of a lord. But perhaps he may be, after aU ; for lords are 
rich generally, and I suppose that is comfortable — though I 
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cannot tell that well ; for I never was rich either. But if 
you mean that he is a bit- the better man, I don't believe it 
at all." 

"And why not, Davie? " asked Adrian, reasoning per- 
haps a little too finely for the poor man ; but yet recurring 
to an exemplification of which he was fond, and which was 
within Davie's comprehension. " Why not, Davie ? Do you 
not think, putting all opportunities and inducements to well- 
doing aside, that there is something in blood, which makes 
one man better than another ? You know all about dogs ; 
for I have seen you play with one many a time ; and you see 
the pure breed makes the greatest difference. Does it not 
do so with man ? " 

" Whew — ^too ! " cried Davie, whistling. ** Not at all — 
not at all. I don't think that in the least Don't you see, 
sir, God makes the difference between different sorts of 
beasts. Kings make the difference between lords and other 
men." 

" Stay — stay," cried Adrian, catching him by the arm, 
as this new view presented itself to him, and anxious to grasp 
it firmly, and examine it closely. But Davie ran on, not 
easily stopped when once set going. 

" Do you think, sir, if King George — ^T recollect being 
under King George very well, when I was young — do you 
think, if King George had taken it into his head to make a 
lord of poor Davie, Davie's sons would have been a bit bet- 
ter than youra, who are no lord at all ? Now I have heard 
Master Keelson read out of a big book, about people who 
were lords, and peers, and all that, long ago, and a set of 
greater knaves, and blackguards, and swindlers, and cut- 
throats, never were. They would cheat, and lie, and swear, 
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and murder ; and though there was a good man, too, here 
and there, the only good thing about all the rest was that 
they would light like bull-dogs, and any man can do that 
Why I used to think that poor Davie was a prince to them, 
and I am sure none of them was fit to black Master Keel- 
son's shoes ; for he was as brave as the best of them, and 
wise, and good, and kind, and true into the bargain. Now, 
is it a bit better, sir, to be the son, or the grandson, or the 
great-grandson of those old knaves, that he read about, than 
to be his son or grandson ? I can't think it, nor I don't think 
you think it either." 

" Thank you — thank you, Davie," cried Adrian, grasp- 
ing the old man's hand, and wringing it hard. " You have 
set my mind in the right track. Strange, very strange ! 
You have convinced me. I say, with you, Davie, better 
far to "be the child of such a man as Keelson, than to be de- 
scended from the purest Norman blood that ever flowed in 
the veins of a mailed butcher." 

" Lord love you," cried Davie, " I convince any body ! 
Don't teU it, or they'll think you a fix)l too." 

" Well they may," said Adrian to himself in a low tone ; 
but Davie ran on. 

** Now I dare say, you have never seen a lord," he said, 
" and don't know what it's hke. I have seen two or three in 
my young days, and though some of them were hkely men 
enough — not a bit worse than if they had been the sons of 
a common man — ^yet as for the rest, if their fathers and 
grandfathers were ever so good, it did not make them any 
thing but a pack of ill-conditioned curs, doing and saying 
everything that was wicked, and shameful, and wrong; and 
the worst of it was, in those days, men let them do it, because 
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they were lords. One of them used to pelt me with^range 
peel, whenever I passed by the house where he was in Bos- 
ton ; and who made him or his father a lord, I don't know ; 
but I'm sure it wasn't God, or he'd have made him hand- 
somer, and better to match. Bjs ears and his shoulders w^ 
nigh touched each other, and so did his two knees, and hiB 
mouth run up under his high cheek bones, like a river un- 
der the rocks. There was a pure breed for you, Master 
Adrian ! — but I do wish Mistress Ella would come home ; 
for the place feels very lonely without her." 

" She is coming — she is coming, Davie," cried Adrian, 
in a more joyful tone than he had used for many a day. 
" She is coming ; and we will all be happy again ;" and 
he hastened back to the house, with a Ughtened breast, and 
a heart beating freely. 

For a few minutes after he had entered the painted Cham- 
ber, which we described in the beginning of this work, his 
thoughts were all in confusion ; for his spirits rose with the 
gushing tumult of waters from a long repressed fountain. 
But after a time he became more calm ; and then his first 
act was to sit down and write a few glad lines to her he so 
fondly loved. 

He had just finished his letter, sealed and addressed it, 
when Charles Selden entered, and Adrian held out his hand 
to him, with a look which made him ask immediately, 
" Has she come ?" 

" No, Charles — alas no," replied Adrian, "but this letter 
is intended for her. It is to tell her, .that when she returns, 
there will be no cloud left — ^no, not one. • The prejudice is 
gone, and gone for ever from my heart. Charles, I am con- 
vinced at length, that in this matter of birth, you have been 
right, and I have been wrong." 
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" rtm heartily glad that my ai^uments have found 
favor at length," replied Charles Selden. 

" Nay, not your arguments," replied Adrian, actually with 
a smile. " The conviction, which a philosopher could not 
effect, has been wrought by a fool. Scepe etiam stultits 
opportune locutus est" 
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CHAPTER XXL 

Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes : 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him. 

Shakspxabs. ^ Much ado about ITothing.'" 

The vessel whicj;i conveyed Ella Brewerton, reached 
Charleston in safety, after a short and not very boisterous 
passage. As she was bringing-to, Ella, who had been below 
making her little preparations to go ashore, returned to the 
deck, and gazed around her ; but it was not with that sort 
of vague sensation of loneliness, which, independent of all 
other pei-sonal feelings, often seizes upon us on entering a 
strange place. There was something in the scene before 
her which appeared familiar, but yet so indistinctly and 
faintly impressed upon her mind, that she could hardly tell, 
at first, whether it seemed so from recollection, or merely 
from certain associations. There were many objects around her 
which rose up like things whose images had long lain buried in 
the memory, without entirely passing from it ; and at mo- 
ments, as one by one they seemed to grow upon her, as if 
once well known, she would cast her eyes beyond on either 
side, seeking for something, she could not tell what, which 
she felt ought to be there also ; and when she found the 
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indefinite object of lier search, Hie mystery only appeared 
the greater. 

" Surely," she said to herself, " I have never been here 
before ; and yet how can it be otherwise ? The remem-^ 
brance of all these objects seems to have remained obscured 
for a long time ; but now it is coming back gradually and 
imperfectly. Perhaps in time it wiQ be as bright as ever : — 
and yet, after all, it can be nothing but a fency or a dream." 

As she was thus meditating aft^r the vessel had come to 
her moorings, the skipper approached and took her band 
affectionately. 

" I am sorry, marm," he said, " that our people are all 
too busy to help you with your things up to town, but I will 
find some one to do it for you in a minute. — ^There," he con- 
tinued, suddenly pointing to an old man who was leaning 
with folded arms against a post at the end of the pier, 
"There's the very man for such a job. He's always on 
hand, the rascal Shall I call him. Miss ?" 

Ella assented, and inmaediately he roared at the ^ top of 
his voice, " Come here, you half-breed varmint This way, 
copper skin. Here's a lady wants a porter to carry her bag- 
gage ;" and then turning to EUa again he asked, " shall we 
get you a carriage. Miss ?" 

She answered that she would prefer to walk, and then 
added, " He is to be trusted, I suppose ?" 

" Oh yes," replied the skipper, " he's an honest rascal. 
I know him of old." ^ 

In the mean time, the old man whom he had addressed 
after so unceremonious a feshion, had come on board, and 
stood, hat in hand — ^part Indian though he was — waiting 
for farther orders. Ella pointed out her baggage ; and tak- 
ing it up without speaking a word, he threw the portman- 
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teau over his shoulder, and left the vessel The old captain 
accompanied his fair passenger to the gangway, whisp^i^, 
" He's a cute fellow, that Ingin — ^knows every thing in these 
parts — ^but honest — honest, which is more than can be said 
of most ;" and bidding Ruth follow her, Ella hnrmd on 
shore. 

The old porter stood waiting, to be directed where to 
go, which was indeed more than Ella could tell him. " My 
good man,'' she said, after a moment's hesitation, " I am a 
stranger in this place, and have no ^ends at whose house I 
can stop. Pray show me the way to a quiet^ and respecta- 
ble inn, if you know of any such." 

The half-breed looked at her steadfastly for a moment, and 
then merely answering, " Yes, ma'am," in an abrupt sort of 
jerking manner, started on his way, in spite of his burden, 
at such a rapid pace that Ella found it difficult to keep up 
with the sort of loping strides he took. "When they reached 
the inn, which was a very tolerable one, and where Ella easily 
jbund all the accommodation she required, the old man ran 
up stairs with surprising activity, and set down the trunk in 
a comer of the room assigned to her. He paused a moment 
to receive his fare, and to wipe the perspiration from his face ; 
and Ella had a better opportunity than had before occurred 
of noticing his somewhat remarkable appearance. The 
wrinkles on his face showed that he was very old ; but his 
hair was so black, and his eyes so bright, that from them 
alone no one would have suspected his age. The height of 
the cheek bones, and the falling in of the cheeks, rendered 
the long, deep lines that furrowed his visJige, up and down, 
particularly conspicuous. He was above the ordinary height ; 
and his form, clad in a blue suit of light cotton material, 
seemed as erect and firm as that of a youn^ man. 
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He was turning to leave the room, when Ella stopped 
him, saying, " Do you happen to know, my good friend, a 
person in this town named Simon Hickman ?" 

The man turned suddenly round, exclaiming sharply, 
"And what if I do? — ^What do you want with him?" 

"I wish very much to find him," said Ella. " He wrote 
me a letter, which I received some time ago, for a poor wo- 
man who could not do it for herself. He may be able to 
give me some information as to where I can find her now. 
K you know any thing of him," she continued, observing a 
sudden change in the man's look, " do tell me where I can 
find him, and I will pay you whatever you ask." 

The old half-breed deliberately took a chair, and seated 
himself uninvited. Then shading his eyes with his hand, he 
continued to gaze in Ella's fece, with a strange, vague expres- 
sion that alarmed her. She was about to move towards the 
door, when the old man rose up with a sudden start, as if he 
had only forgotten himself for a time, and then said, in the 
abrupt tone in which he seemed always to speak, "Are you 
Miss — Miss Keelson ? " 

** I was," replied Ella, coloring slightly : "I am now Mis- 
tress Brewerton ; and you — " 

The old man interrupted her, exclaiming, " Why, I am 
Simon Hickman ! " and he again threw himself into the chair, 
and laughed with a low, half-suppressed chuckle, as if he 
were mightily amused at some conceit which happened to 
strike his fancy at the moment 

" And where is Kitty ? " exclaimed Ella. " For heaven's 
sake, tell me where I can find her I" 

The half-breed merely telegraphed with his thumb over 
his shoulder, retaining his seat all the while ; and Ella was 
compelled to repeat the queetioii several times before she 
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could get any other answer. At length, her stru:^ com- 
panion, as if fearful of being overheard, looked shrewdly 
round tlic room, which Ruth had )eft a moment before, and 
then replied, in a quick sharp wliisper, " She is at old Vol- 
ney's — ^t in bis dutches — he claims her as his slave, the 
infernal old villain ! " and here the strange man burst fbitli 
into a torrent of blasphemy, which shocked Ella's ean 
to hear. 

She had already noticed that there was a great dififerenoe 
in his language, not only from the jaigoa of the blacks, btrt 
even from that of the uneducated clai^Ks of white people, and 
this caused her to man'el the more at the horrible exocrations 
he was now pouring forth. 

It waasome tune before the violence of the M mans 
paaaioD mibaded ; but when it had done so, he remained &a 
a short time locddng down upon the floor in silence, and then 
suddenly exclaimed, " He wanted to make a slave of me^ 
of mel" 

He almost shouted the last words, at the same time risiag 
to liis full height, and folding his arms, while his breast heaved, 
bis hands opened and closed convu&ively, and his eyes spar- 
kled with a wild defiance, that brought instantly to Elln'a mind 
the idea of the tomahawk and the scnlping-kmfe. 

A moment after, however, he turned sharply towards her, 
saying, " Shall we gu! — -shall we go at ouce ! — II is unly eight 
miles — Now ! " aud seising; his hat, he darted towards the 
door, without wdting for an answer. 

" Immediate^," replied Ella, caUing after him. " Oet a 
carriage immediately. 1 will be ready in a moniont." 

The old man Tras gone before tho Iftst noril^ reached 
him ; and in a few. minutes he entcoxid- the room ii^aiu with 
his hat upon his head, to inibrm the Iltdy that tlie cartiaga 
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was waitinc: Lclow. Tlicre was no delay on Ella's part, and 
followed by Ruth, she descended to the street, where her 
stranu:e conductor wiu* already holding ojx^n tlie can-iage-door 
for them to enter. Ella was hardlv in the vehicle, when he 
rudoly pushed in Ruth after her, and rapidly closing the door, 
sj^rang upon the lx)X by the side of the driver. Tlie horses 
started off at great speed ; and as they went, the old man 
would bend down upon his seat, from time to time, and look 
into the carriage through the front-ghiss, apparently to satisfy 
himself that Ella had not been spirited away ; and then he 
would jerk his head with a significant toss, as if he would 
have said, " The time luis come at Uu*t" 

They had been driving for nearly an hour; and EQa, who 
liad been gazing forth from the ^vindow, with a good deal 
of anxiety and perturbation of mind, was beginning to think 
that they must be near their journey's end, when the carriage 
suddenly stopped in the middle of the road, the door was 
flung open, and the half-breed sprang into the veliicle. 

Ella gazed at him l)oth with surprise and alann, as he 
seated liimself uucrremouiously upon the seat opposite to her, 
and closed the door again. But he nodded his head, as the 
hoi*ses once more started off, saying, *' Xo harm meant. Miss; 
but it will never do for him to see me just yet ;" and he add- 
ed, as if to himself, in a fierce tone, " nor for me to see him. — 
You must let me," he continued, "remain behind in the car- 
riage, while you go to the house. Ask for the old villain, 
Volney, and demand to see Kitty. — She's a nigger, it's true ; 
but she's not like the rest of them, miserable African devils 
that thev aix?." j- 

Tlie last words were uttered in the tone of one musing 
aloud ; and about a quarter of an hour after, the carriage 
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drew up in front of a house Rtinding at a little distance 
from the road on the left-hand side. 

There was no carriage-way u]) to the hoase, and Ella get- 
ting out, and ])assiuGj a wooden wicket, entered a pebbled 
lane that led l>v a sliirht ascent to the mansion. She noticed 
that, although the hoase was a large one, and there was a 
fine verandah, supported by wooden columns, which extend- 
ed along the whole front, still there was an air of i>overty 
and decay about the premises that argued but little in favor 
of either the wealth or the taste of the proi)rietor. Tliere 
was no bell at the front door, and no means of calling atten- 
tion, but a Hon-headed knocker, hanging by a single screw 
in one of the upper oomcra. Ella knocked several times 
befi)re any one appeared in answer to the summons ; but at 
lengtih a dovenly young negress, witliout shoes or stockings, 
made her appearance, who, in reply to Ella's inquiry, if Mr. 
Volney was at home, Ihrew open the parlor-door, and asked 
the visitor to walk in, while she herself went to seek her 
master. Ella had now to wait some time, which she did 
standing, with her veil down ; and she had an opportunity, 
before the negress returned, of remarking that an air of ele- 
gant comfort reigned within, very much at vaiiance with the 
aspect of things without. The house seemed to be, in short, 
like one of those hyi>ocntical Jewish residences in eastern 
cities, in which those who arc j^ermitted to enter, are startled 
by a magnificence utterly inconsistent with the meanness of 
tlie external asi)ect 

After a time, the ^rl came back, saying that she had 
found her master, who would be with the lady in a few 
minutes, if she would be seated. Without taking the prof- 
fered chair, however, Ella walked to tlie window, and partly 
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drawing aside her veil, gazed out ii^x)!! tlie prospect. Her 
spirit, perhaps, did not follow her eyes ; but either painful 
thought, or the novel view before her, — in every thinii: so 
unhke her New England home, — engrossed her so entirely 
that she did not notice the approach of steps, the sound of 
which was deadened by a hcavj carpet, until she became 
conscious, rather than saw, that some one was standing close 
to her. She turned suddenly round and dropped her veil, 
but not until the stranger had caught a hasty glance of her 
features; and she noticed that he started slightly, and 
changed color. She found herself standing in front of the 
tall, venerable figure of a man sonaewhat advanced in yeara, 
though it would be difficult to say how old he was precisely. 
He stood perfectly erect, and his height could not have been 
less than six feet two or three inches. I£s dress was scru- 
pulously neat, and composed altogether of bl%ck, with the ex- 
ception of the white neck-cloth which suffered no shirt-collar 
to appear, the muslin breast of his shirt, ^d an enormous 
frill of the finest cambric. His legs, too, it must be noticed, 
were encased in a pair of well-cut and well-polished top 
boots. A heavy gold chain, to which several large seals 
were attached, hung from beneath his waistcoat : his hair, 
which was white and thick, was combed behind his ears in 
the most perfect order ; and in fact he was altogether a very 
respectable looking personage. Nor did his face belie his 
general appearance. It was rather pale than otherwise, 
although it bore general indications of robust health. His 
features, when in repose, might have been pronounced 
noble. His nose was tliin and aquiline ; and liis forehead, 
completely exposed, though somewhat receding, showed a 
large mass of brain in the anterior portion of the skull. 
He had, however, a constant habit of twitching up and 
11 
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down the lids of his small gray eyes, conveying the impres- 
sion that they were weak. Tliis habit gave a disagreeable 
expression to his countenance ; and there were some persons 
who judged that it was merely a trick, resorted to for the 
purpose of frustrating any attempt to fathom his thoughts 
and motives through his looks. When he spoke, too, he 
had a curious way of raising his upper lip at every word, 
with a sharp sort of convulsive jerk, as if he were deter- 
mined thait the expression of his mouth should tell no more 
secrets than his eves. 

All these particulars were noticed by Ella more rapidly 
than we have been able to describe them ; and when the 
stranger, after a few common-place words of civility, ex- 
tended his hand courteously to lead her to a seat, she felt 
for him an unaccountable dislike, quite independent of the 
preconceived prejudices against him, which we must not 
deny that she entertained ; for she took it for granted that 
this must be Mr. Volney. 

Nevertheless, there was something so impressive in his 
manner, that Ella for a moment doubted whether she was 
right in the supix)sition, and hesitated to mention the 
object of her call. It was not until she had sunk down 
into the chair to which he led her, and he himself had 
taken a seat opposite to her, in such a position that the 
whole light fell upon her veiled face, while his own remain- 
ed in shadow, that Ella found courage to stammer out, 
"There is an old negro woman, Kitty Gifford by name, 
lately brought from New England, who I am told is here. 
I should like to speak with her, if you please." 

" You are mistaken, madam," said Mr. Volney, rismg 
from his seat, and speaking with cold, though hurried polite- 
ness. " I assure you there is no such person here. I do not, 
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know where she is — I can be of no possible service to you 
in this matter — command me in any thing else, my dear 
madam — command me in any thing else." 

Poor Ella was inexperienced and timid, her nerves shaken 
with griefi and her frame weakened by a long sea voyage. 
Mr. Volney's tone was so positive, his denial of all knowledge 
of where Kitty was, so direct, his intimation of a desire to put 
an end to the interview, so unequivocal, that Ella did not 
dare to pursue the conversation. In a maze of painful be- 
wilderment, she also rose, merely saying, "I beg yonr pardon, 
sir — I beg your pardon ;" and bowing slightly, was quitting 
the room, when Mr. Volney, with ceremonious pc^teness, 
insisted upon her taking his arm and pennitting him, bare- 
headed as he was, to see her to her carriage — ^for he some- 
how had learned that she had one in waiting. 

Ella protested against his taking the trouble; but in 
vain. Mr. Volney persisted, and was not satisfied until he 
had handed her into the carriage, availing himself of the 
opportunity his politeness aflforded of taking a glance at the 
persons within the vehicle. 

Simon Hickman kept his face averted; but it would 
seem that Mr. Volney recognized him ; for, as he turned to 
walk back to the house, holding his chin thoughtfully in his 
hand, Ella heard him say, " So, so — a pretty plot !" as if a 
new light had broken upon his mind from something he 
had just observed. 

" She is not there," said Ella, as soon as the door of the 
carriage was closed, and the half-breed had looked round. 
" She is not there ! what shall I do now ? — Where shall I 
turn me ?" 

Convinced too easily by the positiveness of Volney's 



246 Adrian; ok, 

assurance, she aided to mislead her half-Indian companion, 
who took it for granted that she had some stronger proof of 
Kitty's absence than the mere assertion of a man whom he * 
knew better than Ella did. Nevertheless a mistake, as not 
unfrequently happens, led him right in his conclusions. 

" Not there !" he exclaimed at once. " Then she has 
been sent to Mrs. Ashmore's — some villany in tlie wind, de 
pend upon it — 'tis but a mile and a half further on — ^let us 
go and see, ma'am." 

Without waiting for a reply, he dashed out of the car- 
riage (although Mr. Volney was now standing half way up the 
pebbled walk, watching with folded arms the proceedings of 
the party), and, with activity truly wonderful in a man of 
his age, sprang ujwn the box, took the reins from the driver, 
and drove off at a furious rate. 

Ella had hardly recovered from her surprise at the sud- 
den mention of Mi-s. Ashmore's name — a name she had 
not hoard since it had been pronounced on a day con- 
nected with the dearest remembrances of her life — when 
the carriage entered the gates of a soil; of park, and drove 
rapidly along a winding road, bordered by fine trees, and 
leading to a noble mansion. 

The carriage soon drew up in front of the house. 
An old negro woman was seated in the porch, knitting; and 
wiien Simon pulled in the horses sharply, so as to throw 
them quite upon their haunches, she rose, and approached 
the side of the vehicle, as if to see who these dashing visitors 
could be. In the mean time, Simon had jumped from thft • 
box and opened the door ; but Ella had already lisen from 
her seat ; and was ready to spring out. She had caught a 
sight of the figure in the porch — had recognized it instantly; ^ 
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and in a moment after, she was in the arms of poor Kitty 
herself who laughed, and cried, and hugged her young 
mistress, much to the astonishment of the more sedate and 
miimpulsive Ruth. 

But if the waiTQth and grotesqueness of Kitty^i gratula- 
tion made a comic impression on the mind of the maid, they 
had a more powerful, a more painful effect upon the mis- 
tress. They recalled, in a moment, the last ten-ible scene in 
which she had beheld that dark, but affectionate face ; the 
awful prognostication of coming woe which those lips, now 
overflowing with tenderness, had then uttered ; and the 
bloody death of a beloved parent ; while, all the time, came 
rushing up — surging, as it were, thiough eveiy other memo- 
ry, like breakers amongst rocks — the recollection of a wed- 
ding day in mourning, of fresh tenderness, of new-born pas- 
sion, of terrible disappointment, of a bitter struggle and a 
stem resolve — of a husband lost, and happiness sacrificed for 
ever. 

Weak, way-worn, exhausted with grief, all this was too 
much for Ella Brewerton. The whole scene — the house, 
the park, the carriage, Kitty herself — seemed to whirl 
around her, while a cold, sick, deathlike sensation took 
possession of her heart, strangling its beating's; and she 
sank down gradually in the arms which had often rocked 
to rest the Hght sorrows of her infant years. She did not 
actually faint ; for she heard sounds, and felt the pressure 
of hands bearing her into the house ; but thought seemed 
to stop, all things grew misty before her eyes, and though 
she strove to speak, her lips uttered nothing but a sob. 
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— Too Ao essm to taow 



When Sla returned to a full consciousneas of her ntuation, 
ehe found heiself lying on a sofii, in a lai^ and handsome 
drawing-room, with Kitty at her fee t ; wliile a dignified matron- 
like lady, »}mewhat above tlie middle height, and retaining 
trac«a of great beauty, bent quietly over her. The old black 
woman was still in a state of great excitement, and poured 
forth a succession of vehement esclamations, not very intelli- 
gible to any one but herself, 

Ella made an effort to lise, but the stranger gently pre- 
Tented her, saying, " Lie still, my child — lie still. You are 
eafe, and with Mends. Do not attempt to speak yet I 
know much about you — partly from this good woman, partly 
from my own knowledge — more, perhaps, than you yourself 
are aware of; but this is no time for explanations. Wh^ • 
you need now is rest and refreshment, Ue quiet for a lilt] 



longer. 

Ella again dropped her head upon the pilk 
her eyes, while a tear stole through the bng dark 



pillow, cloeil^ 
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and Mrs. Ashmore — for it was she who stood by — gazed 
intently on her face, murmuring to herself, " Can it really be 
his daughter! There is a likeness to him when he first 
returned ; but faint — more like her mother, perhaps — poor 
child ; how she must have suffered !" 

Then turning to Kitty, she said, in a low tone, " How 
can she have found her way here, if, in the short letter sent 
her, my name was never mentioned ?" 

" Can't tell, missis," Kitty replied. " Tink she only come 
to find Edtty. Tink she know nothing of de Ashmores. 
Massa Walter nebber spoke to her of de ole times — I tink 
not He tell me nebber do so — But de papers safe — Tank 
God, de papers safe !" 

" What is the meaning of that wedding ring ?" said 
Mrs. Ashmore, in a whisper. 

" Can't say," answered Kitty, in a tone of surprise, bend- 
ing down over Ella's hand. 

" Hush !" said Mrs. Ashmore, as Ella again opened her 
eyes, and suddenly rose up with a bewildered look, saying 
that she felt well again, and was ready to return to town, if 
Kitty would only come with her. 

" To town, my child !" replied Mrs. Ashmore, with a 
faint smile. " Do not think of any such thing. This is your 
home for the present, and as long as you choose to make it 
so. There was an unhappy difference, in years past, be- 
tween your father and several members of my husband's 
^foniily ; but all those feelings are buried with the dead ; and 
.% am ready to do all that I can to comfort and console you. 
.:J)t: chamber is quite ready for you, when you have strength 
i te^^go to it; and you had better, perhaps, try to sleep for a 
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Ella listL'ui.d with surprise; but her own thoughts were 
ID ft state of too great coofusion for the mind to act readily 
amidst the circumstaucea which surrounded her. She made 
no answer ; but suffered Kitty to Ifiad her to an upper room, 
where she found Ruth aheady quietly installed, though in 
some amazement at all that was taking place. The old 
negr^BS oMt a glance, that 'was any thing but affectionate 
or amiahle, at the New England g^rl, whom she seemed to 
look upon as a usurperof herown privileges; andasaoMi as 
Mrs. Ashmore, who followed, left the room, Kitty found some 
excuse to get Ruth out of the way. Ella's maJd had hardly 
closed the door, when Kitty again gave way to a new par- 
oxysm of almost frantic love and joy. But though EUa was 
touched with the &ithful creature's ecstasy, it seemed to 
bring back to her mind, more strongly than ever, her own 
desolate and unhappy condition. She mingled her own 
tears with the happy ones of her old nurse ; hut there was 
more of sorrow than of joy in Ella's — more of bitterness 
than of comforL 

When botli had somewhat recovered their composure, 
the thoughts of each turned naturally to what bad iutervened 
between the hour of their parting and their meeting again — 
that dark space, filled witli event, into which we long to 
throw light whenever we have been separated from those we 
love. Each, however, would fain have heard the liistory of 
the other; and Kitty could not be brought to go on with her 
own tale, till Ella liad related a part, at least, of that which 
had befallen herself, and explained the mystery of the wed- 
ding ring. She did so briefly — very briefly ; but she shrunk 
from attempting to make the old negress comprehend the 
causes of her quitljng her husband — at least fully. Some 



» 



motive she was obliged to assign ; and while .loilrtiiiijj that 
he hod treal«d her with all kindness and aftection, and that 
she loved him ever dearly, ihe added, "The truth is, Kitty, 
I am too humble — too low-born to be a companion for him. 
He has tried to conquer prejudices — tliough, perhaje, I 
should not call them so — for my sake, and would have con- 
cealed them but for an accident. We are not «qiiala* in tip , 
world's eyes; and I nave not the right or heart to mate his 
life a martyrdom to my happiness," 

Kitty had already intorruptod her more than once in the 
course of her narrative; but now she exclaimed, with a 
look of much astonishment, " Not equals ! — Not equals I — 
He must he proud husband indeed, Missy Eila, not to tink 
you his equal — ay — I tell you all about dat." 

" No, no, Kitty," said Eila. " Let us quit this painful 
subject; and do you tell me al! that has happened to your- 
self and how I chance to find you here, apparently free and 
in comfort." 

Kitty did her best to give something hke an intelligible 
account of her adventures; but her story was both lengthy 
and couiiised; nor was it rendered very much more pellucid 
by the peculiar phraseology of her race. The entrance of 
Mrs. Aahmore, in the midst, caused her to stop in the detail ; 
but that lady, finding how she was occupied, bade her go 
on, and often put in a word which helped her marvellously 
forward. 

It seemed that Kitty, notwithstanding her formidable re- 
sistance — " for I fight Uke a dragon, Missy Ella," she s^d — 
had been thrown iiito the boat, and carried ofl^ by Sparhawk 
andhiscrewto the ship, which was lyingin the mouth of the 
bay. The anchor was immediately weighed, and the villain* 
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made all sail, Sparhawk laughing to scorn, in the speed of 
his vessel, called the Falcon, all thought of pursuit At firet 
Kitty was put in irons, although she was not otherwise par- 
ticularly ill treated. Sparhawk, indeed, swore at her often, 
and questioned her, more than once, about some papers 
which he said were in her old master's house, muttering to 
himself several times in her hearing, " I will have them, by 
. I shall lose the old man's money, eke." 

Kitty, however, where her affections were concerned, 
was fully a match for Captain Sparhawk in point of cun- 
ning ; and she vowed and swore in the most determined 
way, that she knew nothing of any papers that her poor 
master had, and did not beheve he had any, although 
at the very time she had them herself, concealed in the 
bosom of her high-necked gown. Sparhawk indeed never 
thought of searching her person, for it seemed utterly im- 
probable that she should have what he wanted in her pos- 
session ; and he steered direct for Charleston, vnthout fear 
or hesitation, quite certain of arriving there, in his fleet 
craft, long before any intelligence of Keelson's murder could 
be received. He had grown impudent, too, in crime ; for 
he had more than once before escaped punishment, when 
the testimony against him was very strong. 

At the end of the second day Kitty was freed from 
her irons, and then contrived to conceal the papers in a 
more secure place ; but she was fettered again on arriving 
at Charleston, and was left in the custody of the second in 
command, while Sparhawk himself went on shore. The 
subordinate paid very little attention to her ; and during the 
absence of the captain, several men came on board to dis- 
charge the vessel of some goods — ^however obtained — which 
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formed the fi*eiglit; and amongst these men, Kitty spied 
out the half-breed, Simon, who had once, it seems, been her 
fellow-servant A communication was soon established be- 
tween them ; and Kitty entreated him to write to Ella telling 
her what had occurred, and to take possession of the papers, 
and keep them safely for her young mistress. He undertook 
and performed both these commissions, and moreover hung 
about the ship, till Sparhawk returned late in the evening 
with his uncle, Mr. Volney. 

In the dusk of the hour, Simon endeavored to overhear 
some part of the conversation between the worthy Sparhawk 
and his no less worthy uncle, in order to ascertain the pro^ 
bable fate of poor Kitty. He learned little. However, catch- 
ing nothing but detached fragments of sentences, from 
which he could only gather that a man had been killed by 
Sparhawk in an attempt to execute some undertaking sug- 
gested to him by his uncle ; and that the old man, furious 
at this untoward event, used very unmeasured language 
to his beloved nephew, mingling no very christian threats 
and reproaches with various pious ejaculations, which found 
themselves in strange company. 

After a time, Kitty was removed to Mr. Volney's house, 
where, boldly pronouncing her his slave, he kept her for 
some weeks, pursuing a curious and variable line of conduct 
towards her, which soon showed the negress that he had some 
distinct object in view. At times he would be exceedingly 
harsh and severe, at other moments, kind and familiar. 
Gradually he softened more and more ; hinted that Kitty 
might render him a great service : promised largely, all 
sorts of things, but threatened terribly if she betrayed or 
deceived him. He hesitated long before he would come to 
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the point ; but, at length, he seemed convinced that in the 
affection of the old negi*ess for her foster-child, he had a 
hold upon her from which she could not escape ; and ho 
promised her that, if she obeyed his directions to the letter 
for one month, he would send her back at once to New 
England and to Ella. Kitty shrewdly affected to jump at 
the hope, saying she would do any thing for that, and that 
she knew " Massa Volney too well to play de fool wid 
him. He would have de marrow out of her bones if she did." 

Then came the development of his object, which Kitty 
was about to explain at length ; but Mra. Ashmore stopped 
her, while a warm glow came over her faded but still beau- 
tiful countenance. 

"Never mind — never mind, just now, Kitty," said the 
lady. " The fact Ls, my dear," she continued, addressing 
Ella, " this man is my attorney, and was for many years the 
too much trusted agent of my late husband. His general 
conduct I have long suspected, and had made up my mind 
to discharge . him, even before he endeavored, as this good 
woman tells me, to induce her to work upon my fears, 
by threats pt\x&j severe loss, for the purpose of obtain- 

mj consent to an impudent and knavish project of 
his, which he has entertained ever since my poor son's death, 
and which I am not vain enough to misunderstand, not- 
withstanding all his cajolery. It was only late last night 
that Kitty told me the whole facts, and revealed to me the 
purpose for which he had placed her here with me, declar- 
ing that she was a runaway house-slave of my late hus- 
band's. My determination was soon taken, and your arri- 
val will only hasten its execution, as you will see, if you 
will stay here with me for a few months." 
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"Ay, — ^but you do not know all Missy Ella's story," said 
Kitty. " Let her tell you. Missus." 

But Ella shook her head sadly. " I cannot^— indeed I 
cannot, just now." 

" Well, I tell," cried Kitty ;" and in her own peculiar 
jargon, with her own peculiar comments, she related to Mrs. 
Ashmore all that she had just heard from Ella herself con- 
cluding what she had to say, by exclaiming, " But de pa- 
pers is safe — de papers is safe — dey tell all." 

" I should be very glad* to see them," said Mrs. Ash- 
more. " Where is this man Simon to be found ?" 

** He down stairs," cried Kitty, starting up. " I ole fool 
not to tink of dat. Dare say got um in him pocket He 
find out from what ole Volney say, dat dey wort someting. 
I go see — I go see;" and away she ran as fast as she 
could go. 

A few words of further explanation in regard to Ella's 
journey, though she still shrunk from detail, took place be- 
tween her and Mrs. Ashmore, during Kitty's short absence. 
Not more than three minutes, however,, elapsed before the 
old negi-ess returned, caiTying in her han4^ small packet — 
too small, indeed, to seem of much value, which, passing 
Mrs. Ashmore, she gave to her young mktxeas herself. 

Ella gazed upon it for a moment or two, in silence. 
The outer cover, though somewhat soiled from the many 
hands through which it had lately passed, was evidently 
fresh. It was tied round with red tape, sealed with black 
wax, and bore written upon it, in her fether's hand, " For 
my dear Ella ; when I am gone." 

The sight of her father's writing, in those few words, 
moved Ella greatly ; and it was with a trembling hand that 
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she cut the tape, and examined the contents of the packet 
They consisted of one parchment, not very large, old and 
time-worn, and of two or three small papers, yellow with 
age, and bearing some writing, a good deal faded. The 
first paper that Ella examined was a certificate of marriage 
celebrated in England in the year 1*7 — , between one 
Walter Ashmore and Ella D'Arcy. The next was an 
attested extract from a parish register, of the birth of 
Ella Ashmore. The third, referred to the same parties, 
Walter Ashmore and his wife* and recorded the death 
of the latter, some eighteen years before. When she 
had looked at these, Ella opened the top of the parch- 
ment, without altogether unfolding it, but found still the 
same name of Walter Ashmore connected with those of 
several other pereons, in regard to some property in South 
Carolina. She looked bewildered at the document for a 
moment ; and then raising her eyes to Mrs. Ashmore's face 
she said, " I do not understand these papers, at all ; but 
from what I see, they seem to belong to you, madam, ra- 
ther than to me ; and they are sealed too, I perceive, with 
a seal once belonging to your son, which was a present from 
you to my father. 

" No — no. Dey're your own. Missy Ella— dey're your 
own," cried Kitty. 

" Hush, my good woman," said Mrs. Ashmore. " Will 
you let me see the papers, my dear ?" 

Ella gave them into her hands, at once ; and the older 
lady, laying them down upon her knee, examined them 
one by one. Tlie parchment, for a moment, she did not 
open fully, any more than Ella had done, but merely looked 
at the writing at the top, which she seemed to compre- 
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hend at once. Then turning with a kindly smile to Ella, 
she said, "Kitty is right. These all belong to you, my 
dear; though I know not why your father should have 
thus inclosed them — especially this last deed, which is of no 
value, I believe. His only motive, indeed, could be — aoA . 
that undoubtedly was a worthy one — ^to show you the dis- 
tinguished families, both in England and the United States, 
from which you are descended." 

Ella's heart began to beat so vehemently, that she 
feared she should faint again ; and all she could say was, 
" I do not undeistand. How do these papers affect me ?" 

" Why, do you not know," asked Mrs. Ashmore, " that 
you are the daughter of this Walter Ashmore and Ella 
D'Arcy, the daughter of that Colonel D'Arcy, who fought 
here for the crown of England, in the war of the revolution, 
and ravaged all the country round ? He was a merciless sol- 
dier, but a gentleman, and the son of Earl D'Arcy's 
brother." 

" I ?" cried Ella ; " Oh, no, no ! I am the daughter of 
Israel Keelson, and none other. I would be none other, for 
all the rank and station in the world. My heart, my very 
spirit, telk me I am his, in blood, as well as in love." 

She bent down her head, and wept; but Edtty ex- 
claimed, " Yes, yes, you be, Missy Ella. Him's daughter, 
and Walter Ashmore's, too." 

Mrs. Ashmore moved gently round to Ella's side, laying 
the papers on the table, and taking Ella's hand in hers, she 
said, " Israel Keelson, and Walter Ashmore, were one and 
the same person. A difference existed between your father 
and your grandfather, for some years prerious to the death 
of the latter, between whom, and my husband's branch of' 
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the house, there also existed, as I have before said, a some- 
what bitter feud. Your father oflfended his own parent 
greatly, while travelling in Europe, by marrying the orphan 
daughter of Colonel D'Arcy, who had shown himself such 
a# enemy to this country. She had nothing but her noble 
blood, either, which was another offence ; for though your 
father did not know it at the time, your grandfather had 
completely ruined his property — encumbered it to the full 
.^Iprtent of its value." 
*»*-'^ "Then what relation was my father to you?" asked 
Ella, with her mind still confused. 

"Your grandfather was my husband's uncle," replied 
Mrs. Ashmore, " and consequently your father was his first 
cousin. You yourself are now — since that fatal day — ^my 
late husband's nearest surviving relation." 

"But how came my father," asked Ella, "to change 
his Itiya[ie^aIld — ^" 

** I ^infl explain it all, in ten words," answered Mrs. Ash- 
more. "Your father, who lived upon a small pittance 
allowed him by his father, old Walter Ashmore, was sum- 
moned from Europe to attend him when he was dying ; but 
he came only to find ruin, where he had expected prosperity. 
The mortgages had been foreclosed, and some bitter alterca- 
tions took place between him and some other members of the 
family, I believe. My husband, I am happy to say, took 
no part in it ; for, poor man, he was on his death-bed at 
the time, and saw no one but Volney, his agent, and myself. 
Walter Ashmore — that is your father — being a man of 
strong and decided mind, determined, it would seem, at 
once, to hide his poverty in some distant place, and gain his 
livelihood by his own hands. To conceal himself the bet- 
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ter, he assumed another name. He had been famous, from 
his boyhood, for his skill in fishing ; and I can just remem- 
ber, when I was a Httle girl and we were all in our days 
of prosperity and affection, having been taken by him for a 
sail in the bay, in the beautiful boat which his father used 
to keep for him at SuUivan's Island. Aye, those were happy 
days," said Mrs. Ashmore, with a sigh. 

" However," she continued, " your father, as I learn fiom 
Kitty, who was the only servant he took with him, ch(Mi3|^. 
what had been the amusement of his boyhood, for the '^ 
occupation of his age. But why he should have preserved 
this parchment, I do not understand; for it refers to a 
plantation long passed from his father to my husband, under 
a mortgage sale. The other papers are necessary to prove 
your birth, and family." 

She then ceased, and Ella remained silent ; but Kitty 
seemed about to speak, when Mrs. Ashmore rose, and ap- 
proaching the table, added, " Let us see farther in regard ' 
to this deed. There may be something at the end ;" and 
opening it out completely, a small piece of paper in Keel- 
son's writing, fell from it to the ground. 

It was merely a very succinct account, addressed to his 
daughter, of the facts which Mrs. Ashmore had already 
stated ; but at the end was written, " Preserve this deed, 
my child ; for, as you will see on reading it, my father de- 
clared, solemnly, on his death-bed, that he paid the whole 
money due upon the mortgages affecting this property, into 
the hands of that base knave, Volney, but that the receipt, 
promised to be sent that same afternoon, was delayed under 
pretence of Roger Ashmore's illness. The deed may be 
valueless to you, as it has been to me ; and my fe-ther's de- 
claration, though the payment was witnessed, is of no 
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effect in law, the witness not having heard the specific object 
for which the money was given ; but so long as you keep 
the deed, you will, I beUeve, keep up the claim." 

Ella read the paper, and then handed it to Mrs. Ash- 
more, who, at the last words, turned pale. " He is a base 
knave," she said after a pause, " and most likely has pocketed 
the money without accounting for it This is the meaning, 
Kitty," she continued, " of the sort of vague threats which 
he held out to me, through you, after having insulted me 
by fancying that I would marry, in my old age, a cunning, 
loMP-born fellow hke himself. Let me see what the deed 
says ;" and turning to the end she read aloud a few words, 
written in a very different hand from that in which the 
document was engrossed, to the following effect : 

" MemoraiTdum. — I, Walter Ashmore, did pay to Rich- 
ard Volney, agent of Mr. Roger Ashmore, on the third of 
this month of August, in the year of our Lord 17 — , the 
sum of sixty-five thousand dollars, being satisfaction in full, 
of the sum borrowed by me on mortgage on the property 
described within, with lawful interest for the same up to the 
said third of August, in the presence of Simon Hickman, 
who testifies below. I make this memorandum, as I feel se- 
riously ill, and because the said Volney, whom I know to be a 
knave, after having promised to send me a receipt signed by 
Mr. Roger Ashmore, the same evening, has put me oflf with 
excuses for the last week, on account of my nephew's alleg- 
ed illness. (Signed) 

"Walter Ashmore." 

Underneath was written a memoriAdura, to the effect 
that the payment of sixty-five thousand dollars, to Mr. Vol- 
ney, had been SKad|; in the presence of Simon Hickman, 
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but" without one word to show, on the part of the witness, 
any knowledge of the object of the payment 

All this, Mrs. Ashmore read aloud, and her proud lip, 
for a moment, curled with a good deal of scorn. " Ha," 
she said, at first, " so this, I suppose, is the foundation of 
Volney's past fortune, and his present presumption. Doubt- 
less he has pocketed the money. And yet, my husband 
was not a man to be so deceived. — Stay — stay — I remember 
quite well, that in the executorial account there was the 
sum, in ready money, of sixty-five thousand dollars, detach- 
ed from all other sums, and without the source from whence 
it proceeded being stated. They bought the Greenfield 
plantation with it Here Margaret — Johanna — one of you 
— run up to the closet behind my bed-room, and bring me 
down the tin case standing there — the small one — the small 
one, with white letters upon it" 

Mistress Ashmore had gone out of the room, to the head 
of the stairs, to give these orders, and Kitty took advantage 
of her absence to nod her head kindly at Ella, saying, " All 
goin right. Missy, my dear bird — all goin right Tings 
come round — ^pend upon it" 

Mrs. Ashmore, when she entered, stood silent at the ta- 
ble, looking neither at Ella nor at Kitty ; and at the end 
of abouji two minutes, a fat negro girl, with a brilliant ban- 
danna handkerchief twisted around her head, brought down 
a small tin case, not much larger than a cash box, and plac- 
ed it on the table. 

" Come hither, my dear," said Mrs. Ashmore to Ella, 
opening the box with a key attached to her watch-chain. 
" These are the papers I found in my husband's bed-room, 
after his death. I had not the heart to examine them at 

■*■.'• 






1« . 



262 J ^T .'•v'^VuiBiAK ; OE, 

tbat time, and put them in here, wliere tliey hace rerOain- 
ed forgotten ever since. He was a man of very regular 
habits in matters of business ; and tliere may be something 
here which will explain all this. Come here and eee — I 
have nothing to conceal." 

Ella advanced to the table, and Mra. Ashmore took out 
one or two of the papers, examined them with a very grave 
face, and laid them down. At length, however, she came 
to an old meraorandum book, opened it, and ran over the 
leaves till an entry appeared, dated third of August 17 — , 
in the following words : " Volney received sixty-five thousand 
dollars from my uncle Walter, in discharge of mortgage 
and interest Ordered him to pay it into bank, to draw up 
a receipt for my signature, and to have Batis&ction piece 
prepared." 

Underneath was written, in blacker ink, "See bank 
book, sixty-five thousand dollards paid in by Volney." 

Mrs. Ashmore threw her arms round Ella, saying ear- 
nestly, " You, aud your poor father have been very much 
wronged, my child ; but you see it has neither been by my hiB- 
band's or my own act ; and, to the utmoet, I will make 
you what amends can now be made." 

Almost at the same moment thu blnuk giil, ivlio bad 
brought in the box, re-entered the room, and said, " Massa 
Volney below Maum. I show him in litilij parlor," 

" Let him wait," said Mra. AshmorL>. " I will go ^o hi[ft, 



" Simon Hickman below," said Eitly, cii^'irly, bfit il 
low tone-—" he dat see de money paid — Siiuun Hickman, dtf, 
half-breed. — He can tell you much more of Master 
Volney." 
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" Ah !" said Mra. Ashmore — " then we will convict 
him. Bring the man Simon into the great parlor, Kitty. 
You, EUa my child, wait here, til] you hear me calUng. 
Then come down at once." 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



As thistles wear the softest down. 
To hide their prickles till they're grown. 
And then declare themselves, and tear 
Whatever ventures to come near, 
So a smooth knave does greater feats, 
Than one that idly rails and threats. 

BUTLXB. 



We must leave Ella to meditate in solitude over all that 
had happened — no ! not to meditate — not even to think — 
it was but to feel — to feel that a barrier was broken down 
between her and happiness ; that the dark circle of fate, 
which had seemed to close her in on every side, had disap- 
peared, as one of those mists which suri'oufld a traveller, 
wandering in mountain regions, is dispelled when the sun 
rises to his meridian, leaving scattered clouds, confusing all 
the distant objects, but the ground on which he stands, dear, 
and blight, and beautiful. Every thing beyond the point 
of happiness at which she found herself was vague and in- 
distinct, whirling, and, as it were, fapciful — hardly to be 
comprehended, hardly to be understood. But that point 
was all joy : the full light shone upon it, with one of the 
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snn-bursts which, rare and far apart, checker the cloudy 
day of life. 

In the mean time, Mrs. Ashmore descended the stairs, 
close upon the steps of Kitty, and entered the large room 
into which Ella had been taken on her first arrival. A 
minute more, and Simon was in her presence, the doors 
closed, and nobody but Kitty, as a witness and participator 
in the conversation that ensued. The interview was not 
without its interest, and was very characteristic of all the 
parties. But we are hurrykg to the close of this tale, and 
must not pause upon such particulars, as all the informa- 
tion derived from Simon Hickman will necessarily appear 
in an after conversation. 

At the end of about twenty minutes, Mrs. Ashmore re- 
opened the door, and walked into a smaller room oppo- 
site, while Simon and Kitty remained behind, ready to at- 
tend her call if necessary. JThe worthy lady's heart was 
beating, but with no emotions of timidity or doubt Hers 
was not a spirit to shrink or quail. She smoothed her 
aspect, however, assumed a sort of forced smile, and greet- 
ed Mr. Volney pleasantly. 

"I have been somewhat engaged, Mr. Volney, and 
have to apologize for keeping you waiting," she said, in a 
more conciliatory tone than she had lately employed to- 
wards the agent " Some rather curious and unpleasant 
things have occurred." 

" Oh, I can guess, my dear madam — I can guess," re- 
plied Mr. Volney, taking the chair to which Mrs. Ashmore 
pointed. " I have seen a young woman myself this morn- 
ing, who did not think fit to tell her real business ; but I 
can divine who she is, and what brought her ; for she had 
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got that vagabond Simon Hickman, the half-breed, in the 
carriage with her, trying to hide himself. He was young 
Walter Ashmore's servant for a long time in Europe, you 
know, till that person could not afford to keep a nian any 
longer, and then he was sent back to old Walter, who 
kept him about his house till his death. Now I warrant 
you this is Walter's daughter, and she has come to declare, 
from some papers she has got of her father's, that the 
mortgage was paid off, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera. That's 
a stale trick. It was tried a* long time ago by Walter 
himself ; but I managed him, I managed him ; and would 
manage him again, or his daughter either — ^although," he 
added, in a low and confidential sort of tone, " she might 
make something of it, and get up a very troublesome suit, 
if the matter were not very properly handled. It was on 
that account, my dear madam, that I ventured to presume 
to be so bold, as to suggest that a union of interests and 
exertions — " 

Mrs. Ashmore waved her hand imperatively, and re- 
plied, somewhat sternly, " You mistake me, Mr. Volney. 
You have indeed comprehended the object of this young 
woman; but I wish most decidedly to know, whether I 
shall be right in peremptorily rejecting her claim — ^wl 
there is any ground for it ?" 

"None in the world, my dear madam," replied Mr^' 
Volney, who was rather troubled* with a double game 
and two distinct objects. " She^mij^ trouble you a 
great deal. She might even — ^for la^JR-uncertain, imless 
rightly handled — " ^It^ 

Mrs. Ashmore waved her hand 





" Then the mortgage money was positively not paid to 
Mr. Ashmore ?" she said. 
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" I call Heaven to witness — 1" exclaimed Mr. Volney, 
who could be sanctimonious at times. 

But Mrs. Ashmore could bear no more. The warm 
Southern blood rushed from her heart to her cheek, and 
she exclaimed in a loud, sharp voice, " Hush ! — Heaven has 
been witness to too much, villain ! How dare you sit there 
before me, and say that the money was not paid, when I 
find a memorandum in my husband's own hand, not only 
of its payment to you, but of his orders to give a receipt, 
and to have a satisfaction piece prepared — when the pay- 
ment is recorded in the bank book — when there are wit- 
nesses to prove the payment of the very sum. Out upon 
you, knave ! I understand you now, to the heart. You 
concealed all this, to have a hold upon me, fancying I was 
as base as yourself. You sent the black woman here to 
insinuate you had power over my fortune, and could make 
me a beggar, if I did not marry a low plebeian knave, the 
son of a French usurer. But you are mistaken, man — ^you 
are mistaken ; I would do justice, if it cost me all I had. 
Ella — Ella — Ella, my dear 1 Come down — come down, and 
see this pale scoundrel trembUng." 

" My dear madam — I beseech you ! — I entreat you, 
to reason ! You do not consider," cried Mr. Volney, 
tone of the utmost alarm and agitation. " The whole 
^eenfield estate, now the best you possess ! — and interest 
on the money — the back rents ! — The memorandum may 
be a forgory." ^!v^ 

" Ella ! Ella1Ej&>ntinued Mrs. Ashmore, calling from the 
door. " Forger * What ! of a paper found by me in my 
husband's room^Liis death, and never out of my posses- 
sion since ?"''■*;. 
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At that moment, Ella entered the room; and both 
Kitty and the half-breed looked in at the door. Mr. Vol- 
ney seemed to gather himself up, as if for some determined 
act, and stood before them, raised to his full height, with 
his arms folded on his chest, but winking his eyes even 
more rapidly than usual, and with a nervous trembling of 
the twitching hp, which betrayed more inward agitation 
than he would have wished to show. 

" Before you utter a word, madam,'* he exclaimed, 
addressing Mrs. Ashmore, as soon as Ella entered, " let me 
remind you that, by your own confession, you have been a 
party to all that has taken place. You say you found the 
paper in the room where your husband died, setting forth 
such and such facts, of which I know nothing." 

" Hold thy peace, knave !" cried Mrs. Ashmore, with 
her eyes flashing ; " for my actions, I will be answerable to 
God, to this dear child, and to the whole world. So help 
me Heaven at my utmost need, as I never looked at one of 
the papers in that box till the information brought me by 
this poor girl recalled it to my mind ! But now answer 
one other thing, and answer truly ; for I have learned more 
than you imagine. Where is this girl's fe-ther ? He has 
disappeared ! — where is he, I say ?" 

"I know nothing about him," answered Volney. 
" Nothing of my own knowledge ; he became a fisherman, 
they say, and was killed in some sort of riot" 

" Who told you that ?" asked M^. Ashmore, in a voice 
of thunder. " Who killed him ? Wm it not your nephew. 
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Sparhawk, that twice-tried pirate ? WfBf it not he who did 
both commit the deed, and tell his loviffl: unde ? The con- 
versation was overheard, man — at leafit; a part of it — a 
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part well nigh suflBcient to send you, too, to the gallows. 
Oh, I understand it all now — you wanted the papers, did 
you ? — ^you wanted all the evidence in your own hands, to 
W(»'k upon my fears? Fool, fool I have you known me 
for thirty years, and not known better ? Go down for a 
magistrate, Simon. I will have this bu^ness probed to the 
bottom, and at least insure the arrest of that murderous vil- 
lain, Sparhawk, who you say was hovering about the coast 
not a week ago." 

Simon darted away, and Mr. Volney moved quietly to- 
wards the door. 

" Call in the servants, Kitty," cried Mrs. Ashmore. "He 
shall not go." 

" You have no warrant to detain me," said Mr. Volney 
in a quiet tone, though his face was deadly pale. " Take 
care what you do, madam. You have already given good 
grounds for an action against you for slander. K you 
choose to detain me by force, do it — do it ! I have not 
the least objection. But it must be by force, to make the 
action lie. For all the calumnies you have uttered against 
me, may the Lord in his mercy forgive you !" 

" And may he punish you as you deserve," said Mrs. 
Ashmore. " I desire nothing better. But go — go. I wiU 
not break the law myself. I will have you well watched 
though." 

Mr. Volney walked calmly enough out of the room ; 
and Mrs. Ashmore following, gave some directions to the 
servants. On her return, she seated herself by Ella, but 
remained silent forjifeveral minutes, endeavoring, apparently, 
to recover her co|pposure after the burst of indignant pas- 
sion to which she had given way. 
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" Now, my dear," she said at length, " come and let us 
have some fruit, and during this afternoon you shall tell 
me all that has occurred to you since your father's death. 
You have no mother, my poor child ; but I will be a mo- 
ther to you, and though sometimes hot and passionate 
enough, as you must have seen just now, I can be a kind 
and indulgent mother to a gentle thing like you. It has 
pleased God, in his mysterious providence, that my own 
dear child should be taken fi'om me. I cannot do better 
than make a child of poor Walter's." 

Though so different in many respects from any one she 
had ever seen before, Ella had already discovered a gener- 
ous, warm-hearted candor in Mrs. Ashmore's character, 
which won her heart and her confidence. She told her all ; 
with a frankness and minuteness that she could not have 
conceived possible towards any one, some days before. The 
effect was somewhat different in minute points from that 
which Ella might have anticipated. Though Mi's. Ash- 
more sympathized with, and felt for Ella much, she seemed 
to enter into — nay to share the prejudices — if we must call 
them so — of Adrian Brewerton to the fullest extent ; and 
yet she praised highly his young wife's conduct in leav- 
ing him, when she fancied hei-self the daughter of Israel 
Keelson, the New England fisherman, declaring it the 
only couree to be pui*sued in such delicate and painful 
circumstances. 

"You know he is of the same family with ourselves," .,., 
said Mrs. Ashmore. " A fourth cousin by the father's side, 
and descended from a noble family in England. But all 
difficulties — all obstructions to your happiness — are remov- 
ed now, my child. Your duty is, to fly to your husband, 
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as soon as you have had time for repose, and some of my 
servants shall accompany you. I must remain for a while 
to unravel this affair with the knave Vulney ; but I will 
follow you as soon as circumstances will permit me to leave 
this state, and you and your Adrian shall be my children." 
So was it arranged, and like few other plans, the scheme 
was executed, at least up to a certain point 
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CHAPTER XXrV. 

Now sits expectation in the air 
And bides a sword 

Bhakespkabx. ^Benry V.'" 

While the events which we have just recorded, were passing 
in a far distant part of the country, Charles Selden was the 
only visitor who presumed to intrude upon Adrian's melan- 
choly mansion ; nor indeed would any other person have 
been received. A change had certainly come over Adrian 
since his conversation on the hill side. He had now hope ; 
and his mind was at one with itself on a subject which be- 
fore he had almost dreaded to think of. But still there 
was the melancholy of impatience and uncertainty ; and he 
could not have borne the society of ordinary and indifferent 
persons. 

Charles Selden's presence, however, seemed always a 
relief to his friend, if nothing more, and though the name 
of EUa, by a sort of tacit understanding between them, was 
rarely if ever mentioned, yet Adrian was easily persuaded 
to wait for a reasonable time after the period at which his 
last letter could reach Baltimore, before he took any further 
steps to recall his beloved wife to the home she had left deso- 
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late. Continually, however, he toraiented himself, not alone 
with unavailing and selfish regrets for her ahsence, but with 
fears also for her safety, and painful imaginings of all the 
possible evils that might befall her, and all the anguish she 
might suffer. 

Nevertheless, Charles Selden's frequent visits were a re- 
hef, as we have said, although there was something in the 
positive, practical character of the young physician, so entirely 
out of harmony with the morbid sensitiveness which charac- 
terized Adrian, especially at this period, that there grew up 
between them, we must not say an estrangement, but a re- 
serve. Adrian hesitated to communicate to his friend all the 
miserable feelings that overwhelmed him — the fears — the 
self-reproach — the occasional fits of despair. Charles Selden, 
on his part, refrained through dehcacy from seeking a con- 
fidence which was withheld from him on motives which, 
however incorrectly applied, he perfectly understood. 

There was something strange about Charles Selden too, 
at this time. His visits were never of long duration, though 
often repeated ; and he was full of whims — Adrian sometimes 
thought affectedly so, although he was not one to attribute 
bad motives, and fancied that his companion's object might 
be to divert his thoughts from himself. Occasionally Sel- 
den would quarrel with his dinner, declare that the fowl 
upon the table must be the progenitor of all fowls, or that 
the butcher must have mistaken a horse for an ox when he 
slaughtered the beef. He complained bitterly of our friend 
the stage-driver, asserted that his vehicle must have been 
formed with the express intention of furnishing surgical 
cases to the hospital, and was therefore very unfit for a 
surgeon to enter. A world of other grumbling did he make, 
and that in a serious tone, though with somewhat trite 
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jocularity. Indeed his manner was never gay, or even cheer- 
ful, although there was a ceilain sort of bright eagerness 
about it, which Adrian tolerated better than he could have 
borne merriment. He generally remained but one night, and 
returned to town on the following morning, and one piece 
of whimsicality he always showed. He had a strange fan- 
cy — in regard to which Adrian neither offered opposition or 
asked for explanation — never to sleep twice in the same 
room ; and a little sort of folding-bed, which had been 
bought for Ruth, was moved about from chamber to cham- 
ber to suit his caprice, much to the annoyance of the old 
gardener, who gi'umbled excessively at what he called " the 
maggots of Mr. Selden." 

Adrian might have wondered at this singular freak had 
it not been one of many, although his mind, indeed, was not 
in a condition to interest itself about trifles. As it was, he 
merely ordered the gardener to follow Mr. Selden's wishes, 
and thought no more about it. The only thing which 
Adrian I'emarked particularly, was, that on the morning 
of each departure, Charles appeared pecuHarly dull and 
thoughtful ; and the young husband with his mind full of 
Ella, could not help fancying that his friend, each time he 
came, expected to find her returned. 

One morning, when time had run on till expectation haJ 
become an anguish, the two friends were seated at breakfast : 
Adrian silent and thoughtful, and Charles with more than 
he had lately shown of that quiet cheerfulness which had 
been common to him in earlier days, and which became him 
much better than his more boisterous moods. Ever since 
misfortune had befallen Adrian, Charles had displayed to- 
wards him, except when affected by one of the whims we 
have just mentioned, a peculiar tenderness — a tenderness in 
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the tones of the voice, and in the expression of the counte- 
nance, which seemed to imply a conviction that his sympa- 
thy would be more acceptable to his fiiend in that form than 
if shaped into words. On the present occasion, however, 
there was a perceptible change in his manner. It was kind 
and quiet; but when he spoke, which was not frequently — for 
he seemed much taken up with reflections of his own-*-there 
was a peculiar tone of earnest confidence in his voice ; and 
for the first time, he alluded frankly to his own caprices, in 
regard to his sleeping room. 

" Upon my word, Adrian," he said, after a long silence, 
"I beheve I am a great deal better acquainted with your 
house than you are yourself. You are Hke one of those 
ItaUan princes who, moved by poverty, confine themselves 
to one poor corner of their ancestral palaces, and let out the 
rest to strangers. There is this difference, indeed : they 
take to their garrets from necessity : you shut yourself up 
in your state apartments from choice. But at all events, 
I cannot help wondering that you have so Httle curiosity 
about your own property. Now, I will venture to say you 
have never been inside one half of the rooms in your own 
house." 

" I plead guilt)"," replied Adrian in an indifferent tone. 
" I recollect having once determined to make a regular 
voyage of discovery through the old place, and to have 
every thing put in repair — but other circumstances inter- 
vened," he added, with a deep sigh, "and it was never 
done." 

" Well, well," answered Charles Selden ; " you have not 
lost much by the omission of the visit At least, you would 
have been sadly disappointed if you had any expectation 
of accidentally coming upon elegant chambers, or quaint 
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decoratioDS. The original proprietor seems to have ei- 
hausted both his ambition and his genius for display upon 
that famous &eeco, which, in its prime, must have been 
the glory of the province." 

"I dare say it was," answered Adrian; and fell into 
thought again. 

The conversation dropped there, and soon after Charles 
Selden rose to go. "I fear," he said as they parted, 
"that I shall not be able to visit you again for several 
days. I have business in town which vnll confine me 
amongst houses and colleges, I cannot say how long. I 
always come, you know, my dear Adrian, like a thief in 
the night; and I will return whenever I can, or at any 
hour — determined to fancy myself welcome, whether I am 
80 or not." 

Adrian pressed his friend's hand wannly, but did not 
Speak; and the young physician set out on his home- 
ward journey at a rapid pace. He continued for a short 
time to pursue the path towards the high road to the town ; 
but suddenly, when some way over the hills, he turned to 
the left and took the direction of the bay. It was still what 
we should now call early in the morning when he reached 
the little cluster of fishermen's huts and, advancing to the 
one occupied by Ben. Herring, knocked sharply at the 
door. 

The master of the house was out ; but his wife said, as 
the weather threatened a storm he had not gone to sea, and 
would probably be found upon the beach with the other 
men mending their nets. There, and in that occupation, 

Charles Selden found him. 

jj J, -J, 

" I am glad to see you, my good fnend^^Saaid Selden^ 
shaking him by the hand. ^ld:y(^^in^SmFh&y^ f few 





minutes' private conveisation with you, it' you can spare the 

Thus Baying, he drew Tiim to a little distance from the 
rest, exciting some curioaiq' amongst tiie other fishermen, 
most of whom rect^pized him, although he had no recolleo- 
tion of any of them. 

"It must be something about old Keelson's afi^rs," 
whispered one to another. " That is the gentleman who 
came down with Mr. Brewertononthenightofthe murder." 

A few more observations of the same kind passed, and 
they resumed their work again. 

In the mean while Charles Selden and Heiringhad 
walked up and down the beach at some little distance, in 
very earnest conversation. At length Herring replied to 
something which the. other had said, "I have not seen her 
myself; but one of us — who was not at home that same 
night, and has been a good deal away lately, deep-sea fish- 
ing — t«lls me that he has noticed a suspicious-looking eraft 
upon the coast — I think he said twice. By his account at 
her, it ought to be the same ; a long, black-looking devil 
sitting close to the water, very rakjahly rigged, and with 
spars so fine you would think they would stand nothing at alL 
She was backing and filling as if coming up the harbor, 
but presently she put about again, and stood out to sea. 
She has never come in, that's certain, or you would have 
heard of it long ago, as I promised. I have had a sharp 
look-out kept night and day." 

Charles Selden mused for a moment in silence, and 
then said, as if speaking to himself, " It is aa I thought" — 
" listen to me, Herring," he continued. " You are a man I 
can trost; ^^lama little afraid of the indiscretion of your 
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comji^nioiw. The least appearance cf UQUBual precautiOT, 
or watching would spf& aH. This villain, Sparfiswk, will 
Mtum, and that proljably ere lung — he must return — (rfthat 
I feel assured. 1 will mate arrangements immediatelj' to 
haie a wafch plucfiil at the liglit-liuusL', in order that intelK- 
gence may be conveyed to we the mooteat be approach- 
es the coast Now it will be easy for the messenger, 
whom I will station there, to paas by your house on his 
way to the town. We must guard against the news, 
however, spreading to others ; and I will direct the man 
to leave merely a card with my name written upon it, 
at your door, which will be a signal for you to come up 
to consult with me on the next step, without a moment's 
loss of time. Only be very caudous, and let not a word of 
our plans escape to your companions. I know that your 
friendship for the poor old man will not permit you to heM- 
tate in aiding my efforts to bring his cowardly murderer to 
punishment; and for your loss of time, I mil see that you 
have compensation." 

" No, sir ! no !" replied Herring. " I do not want to be 
paid for doing my duty. Besides, I owed a good deal to poor 
Mr. Keelson, and have plenty of motives, without the hope 
of gain, to make me stand by you in this matter. Make 
your mind easy ; I will not say a word to any one till it is 
needful, and rest assured, that whenever you see your 
messenger, I shall not he very far behind him. A stout 
arm can row a boat almost as fast as an ordinary hotse can 

After a few words more, and another warning to be 
cautious, Charles Selden shook his companion by the baud, 
and walked away rapidly along the shore, in the diiec- 
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tioD of the light-house. There he seemed 1o meet ivith no 
great satisfaction ; for thore waa Home ilisappointnient in 
his face when he turned Ijis btepa towards the town, and 
upon his arrival, instead ut' [irooeeihug to his thambers, 
he went at once in quest of the authoritiea. It was a long 
time before he could find any of the superior functiona- 
ries, their only locum tenens in the police department, for 
the moment, being a red-fnced citizen, who united to the 
employment of guardian of the public peace, the more pro- 
fitable calling of the hammer and last. 

At length, however, his honor the mayor appeared — 
a worthy gentleman, of no great force of character, who had 
probably been elevated to his high civic functions rather 
on account of what he had not done, tlian what he had. 
ia more recent times, negative qualifications have some- 
times led to even higher offices. To him Charles Selden 
proceeded to state at once the business which had brought 
him thither. 

"Doubtless, sir," he sdd, "all the circumstances at- 
tending the murder of the poor fisherman, Israel Keelson, 
are fresh in your mind ; and you will recollect, that in a 
private interview I had with you after my examination I 
stated that the murderer had set a trap for himself in 
which he might yet be caught, although he unfortunately 
escaped for the time, notwithstanding the reward offered 
for his apprehension." 

"I remember — I remember perfectly well," replied the 
mayor. " You were somewhat mysteiioua, my dear sir ; but 
as I make no pretensions to be a resolver of riddles, I left 
time to develop what you hinted at ; but as to the trap, 
have you found it out ! If you have, I hope it is well 
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baited, for depend upon it this is an old bird, and will not 
be taken with chaff." 

" I have at least made a discovery of some importance, 
which I have come to communicate to your honor without a 
moment's delay," replied Charles Selden. " You may remem- 
ber that in. my evidence before the coroner, I gave a some- 
what lengthy detail of the circumstances which had brought 
myself and my friend Adrian Brewerton to the scene of the 
murder at the very time it took place — ^how, while chatting 
together late at* night, we had been startled by noises in 
Brewerton's house — ^how we had discovered two men there- 
in, who were proved to belong to the band of smugglers, or 
pirates, who committed the outrage, and how we pursued 
them actually into Keelson's cottage. No doubt remained 
upon my mind that these two men had come to remove 
some of their plunder, or their smuggled goods from a 
place in which they had deposited it, and that they were 
surprised by us before they had effected their object — 
though, as the hour was late, they doubtless supposed that 
the whole of Adrian's httle household had retired to rest 
I resolved to do all in my power to discover their hiding- 
place, and have never ceased my efforts. Now the house 
is a large, old, rambljpg house, full of unnecessary staircases 
and passages without object, and has never been above one- 
third inhabited since my friend bought it. Thus I have had 
many difficulties, and have been forced to assume a strange 
sort of caprice and whimsicality of conduct, which no one 
would have tolerated but such a man as Brewerton, chang- 
ing my room continually without apparent cause, and play- 
ing a thousand tricks of the same kind to accomplish my 
purpose, without letting any one know what I was about." 
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The mayor took out his watch, thinking of various com- 
forts and conveniences in his own home, and Charles Selden 
proceeded, saying, " I will not detain you farther with any 
long details. SuflSce it, that I have at length discovered a 
sort of lumber room, which for a long time escaped my at- 
tention, communicating, by a concealed door, with a long 
passage, and a back staircase, and I have no earthly doubt 
that this is — ^ 

" The trap — the trap P said the mayor. 

"Exactly," replied Charles Selden. "This large, old, 
rambling house had been unoccupied for many years when 
it was purchased by the present proprietor. It stands, 
isolated jfrom any other dwelling, at a convenient distance 
from the coast, which is reached by a dreary road very 
rarely travelled, and it is quite clear that these scoundrels 
have been, for years, in the habit of making it a place of 
deposit for their most valuable goods, being I have not the 
slightest doubt in strict alliance with an old villain who 
used to hang about the place, and whom my friend has 
lately taken into his service as gai'dener." 

" But the bait ! — the bait !" cried the mayor. " You 
may have found the trap, but if it be unbaited, depend 
upon it the rats will not come near it" 

" I have found the bait too," answered Charles Selden. 
" The large open fire-place in the room which I have men- 
tioned, was covered over with a well-fitting wooden fire- 
board. This fire-board, after searching every other part of 
the room, I removed, and found behind it two small chests, 
or boxes, made of some hard Spanish wood, and hooped 
with iron." 

" What did they contain ?" asked the mayor. " They 
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may be merely some articles left behind by the former 
proprietor." 

" I think not," replied Charles Selden. " They are by 
no means very antique in their appearance, and, for their 
size, are exceedingly weighty, chinking too with a metallic 
sound when they are moved. It is true I did not open 
them ; for I conceived that to do so would require the 
strong key of the law in your honor's possession ; but I feel 
quite sure that no one would think of packing up old iron 
or old copper in two such very secure receptacles ; and, in 
short, am convinced that they contain, if not coin, articles of 
very great value." * 

" Right — right !" said the mayor. " I think you are 
quite right But what is it you wish me to do ? To go and 
examine these boxes ?" 

" By no means, at present," answered Selden. " The 
old gardener, if he be what I suspect, would take care to 
warn his confederates. I myself restored every thing in the 
room to the precise condition in which I found it, in the 
hope that these boxes may prove a bait, as your honor wit- 
tily terms it. The leader of these men I know to be as 
bold as he is unscrupulous : I have ascertained that his 
vessel has been recently hovering upon the coast; and I am 
quite sure that he will not abandon these goods, without 
making an effort to carry them oS, as soon as he thinks he 
can do so in safety. The very danger of the enteiprise 
will probably be an inducement to him to be present him 
self; and with proper aid I will undertake to capture him. 
It would take up too much of your valuable time to watch 
as I will watch." ^ 

"The truth is, I am exceedingly busy at present," 
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said the mayor, " and cx)uld hardly give the matter the 
attention it deserves. What have you to propose, my young 
friend r 

" The first thing I wish is to station two men in the 
light-house at the mouth of the harbor," repHed Charles 
Selden. " I will provide them with a glass, and pay all 
their expenses, as well as furnish them with a horse, in 
order to convey any intelligence rapidly. But the people 
at the lightjiouse made some diflBculties, as I spoke to 
them without authority; and what I have first to ask, 
is, that your honor will procure me the necessary permis- 
sion from the federal authorities to place the men in the 
light-house, as you will at once see that it is absolutely 
necessary we should be instantly informed of the arrival 
of the murderer in these waters. All that I have further to 
request, is, that you will detail four of your best officers to 
be at my orders whenever I call upon them ; and if I do 
not capture this man, he will either capture or kill me. I 
have, indeed, to beg that you will excuse me for presuming 
so far to trench upon the peculiar privileges of your office ; 
but the circumstances will, I am convinced, justify both 
your honor in granting my request, and me in making it." 

The mayor loved not night expeditions — did not feel 
at all bound to capture pirates with his own hands — ^had 
no officers of peculiarly great strategetic powers — ^had much 
reverence for Charles Selden's abilities in that sort; and 
however much he might respect persons who had a call 
to encounter death and wounds in a good cause, prefeiTed 
his fire-side and his easy chair, to onerous responsibilities, 
and perilous enterprises. As society was constituted at that 
time, he might have found himself in some sort bound to 
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do something towards the capture of the pirates in his own 
person, if he had not found a volunteer deputy ; but under 
the circumstances, he contented himself with a few formal 
objections, easily removed, and then acceded to all that 
Charles Selden wished. "I must make you a constable 
for the nonce," he said, laughing, " and then I can invest 
you with plenary power over the men. But will four be 
enough ?" 

" Quite," replied Charles Selden. " I shall make five : 
we will go well armed; and I have also a little plan of 
ambuscade." 

Thus all was arranged : permission was readily obtained 
from the federal authorities to place watchers at the light- 
house ; four resolute men were warned to be in readiness 
at a moment's warning, and to put themselves under 
Charles Selden's orders whenever called upon, and several 
other minor matters were settled, to ensure success to his 
undertaking. 

The murder of old Keelson had produced a deep and 
lasting impression in the httle town. Such crimes were 
happily then of rare occurrence, and all felt anxious for the 
punishment of the oflfenders. Selden had reason to believe 
that this anxiety was shared by the men placed under his 
command ; he knew that he could confide in their courage, 
and he placed some reliance on the fact that a reward, 
large for the times, had been offered for the arrest of Keel- 
son's murderer, the chanoe of participating in which would, 
he felt confident, be no slight incentive to exertion with his 
four subordinates. 

A week elapsed after Selden's interview with the ma3^or; 
and during all that time the young physician had not returned 
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to visit his friend, who was still completely ignorant of his 
suspicions, and the preparations he had made. No farther 
intelligence was received of the piratical vessel ; and Charles 
Selden was beginning to think he had been deceived, when 
one evening, just as day was closing, with a dense sea fog 
rolling up over the town, he was startled fi^m the perusal 
of some medical treatise by a heavy step approaching 
the door of liis chamber. Immediately after, a loud, im- 
patient knock echoed through the silent building, and the 
next moment one of his messengers from the light-house 
stood before him. 

" She's come at last I" exclaimed the man, who had 
evidently ridden hard. " She's standing inshore, a little to 
the northward of the point There was a thick fog all the 
afternoon ; but a sudden gust blew it off for a moment, 
and I got a glimpse of her black hull and rakish masts, 
about which there's no mistake." He was proceeding with 
his account, when Ben Herring, the fisherman, entered the 
room without ceremony. All were too eager to speak 
much, so that the consultation, if it could so be called, in 
which Charles Selden took upon him to direct, was very 
brief. / 

" The villain will not land inside the bay," said Charles 
to Herring, after asking a few questions of the messenger. 
" He is too shrewd a rogue for that. You had better run 
down at once to the light-house, demand admission in my 
name, and watch the movements of the pirates. Should 
they land, as I expect, beyond the point to the east, re- 
main perfectly quiet till they are ashore, and have left their 
boats. Then collect the largest force you can, and cut off 
their retreat, if they escape towards the sea. But be caie- 
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fill that all is done with as little noise and confusion as pos- 
sible." 

" He'll not be able to see them from the light-house," 
said the messenger. " By this time it's as thick as chow- 
der." 

" Never yo(^mind," replied Herring, " Til find a way to 
see them, depend upon it;" and away he went, never 
questioning Charles Selden's authority to command him, 
and determined to perform well the duty assigned him, 
although he was not apparently altogether satisfied with so 
subordinate a part. 

The messenger was immediately sent to direct the four 
men who were to accompany the young physician, to meet 
him in fifteen minutes at a point a Uttle beyond the limits of 
the town ; and Charles Selden, arming himself with a brace of 
loaded pistols, and a stout stick, or rather club, drew a great- 
coat over all, and hurried away to the only place in the 
town, where carriages were to be procured. He slackened 
his pace after a little time, indeed, not to draw attention 
to himself, although hurry might be reasonably excused in 
a physician. 

At the stables he ordered a pair of horses to be harnessed 
to a four-seated vehicle standing near, which was provided 
with leathern curtains, destined to serve in his case as pro- 
tection against curiosity instead of the weather. Declining the 
services of a driver, he mounted the box himself and drqve 
oflf in the direction of the place of rendezvous. 

He was the first on the ground, however. The messen- 
ger had not found the men together. They had to be 
sought for, each at his own particular place of business ; for 
none of them confined themselves exclusively to the service 
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of the State ; and when they had been successively summon- 
ed, it required no little time for each to prepare and arm 
himself although they had been directed to be ready at a 
moment's warning. 

In this way an hour was lost before the whole party had 
assembled at the place of meeting, and Charles Selden, 
cool and collected as he usually was, had grown exceed- 
ingly impatient, and even nervous, before the last of the 
men came up. Then, however, all was alacrity : the car- 
riage received its burden : one oi the ofl&cers took the reins 
after Charles had given his directions, and all five started 
together on the way towards the old house. There was but 
little conversation on the road, though in few words Charles 
explained to his companions as much of his plan as he thought 
necessary. But the way was long, the road rough and dif- 
ficult, and, in the darkness, the time seemed interminable 
before they reached an old deserted barn which had been 
attached to a farm-house, burned about a year and a half 
before, whence theii* journey was to be continued on foot. 
It stood on the left of the road, just on the western brow of 
some hilly ground which intervened between the highway 
and Adrian's house ; and here the carriage was driven 
directly into the bam, and the horses taken out and secured. 
Rapidly but quietly, the little band traversed the hills and 
descended into the valley where the old house stood. The 
fog, was not so thick here as in the town ; but it was sufficient 
> ' to afford some concealment ; and one by one the men glided 
unperceived into the gi'ass-grown court at the \)ack of the 
building, where they stopped for a* moment to reconnoitre. 
There was no light to be seen, excepting a faint gleam from 
the kitchen window. They hstened, but there was no sound ; 
all was silent in that dull chilly night. 
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The leader of the party determined to omit no precau- 
tion, however ; and directing his companions, in a whisper, 
to take off their shoes, and follow him in a moment, he 
opened the door, and entered the kitchen as noiselessly as 
possible. 

A lighted lantern was burning dimly on the table, and 
old Palham, the gardener, was faintly seen, in the partial 
obscurity, seated in a distant comer, dozing in a chair. He 
woke up instantly, however, saying, with the fumes of sleep 
still in his head, " All right, my mates. He's been in bed 
this half hour." 

The next instant he turned deadly pale as he beheld 
Charles, and he faltered forth, "Ah Mr. Selden! is that 
you ?" 

The young physician walked rapidly but quietly up to 
him, laid his hand upon his collar, and put a cocked pistol 
to his head. ♦ 

" Not a word," he said, in a low tone, " or you are a 
dead man !" 

By this time the four officers were in the room ; and 
Palham, trembling like an aspen leaf, did the wisest thing 
possible in the circumstances and remained profoundly- ■ 
silent I 'T 

"I know all," said Charles, "so place yourself betwecijc;i>i 
two of these constables — one before, and the other after'-^.^ 
and follow me up the little staircase to the great coTn&^'^ 
on the second floor." 

The man looked towards the lantern ; but Charles nod- 
ded to him, with a significant smile, saying, " We shall not 
need it — I am pro\'ided. We will leave that for the friends 
you expected. Take off his- shoes." 

While the officers were employed as he directed, Charles 
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drew a dark lantern from his pocket, lighted it at that 
which stood on the table, and led the way up the kitchen 
staircase, with a perfect knowledge of all the turnings and 
windings of the house. 

All was clear and silent ; but each man earned a pistol 
in his hand, although Charles Selden had gathered from the 
gardener's firet exclamation, that, according to his wish, he 
had arrived before the pirates. When they had reached 
the corridor above, he ojiened the door of one of the rooms 
in which he had slept, and pushed Palham in, saying, 
" There ! — stay you there. I know that there is no other 
dooi", so if yoH want to escape you must jump out of the 
window — and I fancy that you value your precious neck 
too nmch for that. Here there is luckily both a lock and a 
key." 

• Having made the door fast, he led the way, in the same 
quiet manner, nearly to the end of the corridor, where, in 
front, there was a large window looking upon the trees before 
the house, and on the right hand, a stout upright or post of 
oak, near which the young gentleman stopped. ITirusting his 
fingei"s into a crack behind the post, he suddenly pulled back 

^ a door, turninnr the Ijo-ht of his lantern into the room, not 
yet quitt.' assured that there might not be persons concealed 

-* there. 
.^ But the chamber was vacant of any living thing ; and 

' '■' ^^D^that it now presented to the eye, at the first glance, was a 
quantity of old and damaged furniture, broken chairs and 
tablos, a long-silent spinning wheel, and the cradle of a 
child, who had probably long before grown up to manhood, 
or passed into the quiet grave. 

A tallow candle, however, now extinguished, but which 
had burned low in the socket of a brass candlestick, 
13 
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seemed to show that somebody had been tlicre lately — 
certainly since Charles had last visited the room. A new 
doubt sprang up in his mind notwithstanding the half-sleep- 
ing words of old Palham ; and w^alking to the fire-place, he 
drew back the board ; but the two iron-bound chests were 
still there, precisely as he had left them. He then put the 
board up in its place again, and proceeded to station his 
men on the right and left of the door, concealing them as 
well as he could behind the various pieces of old furniture 
with which the room abounded. 

A silent pause succeeded, during which, it were vain to 
tell the reader, tliere w^ere no beating hearts within that 
chamber, brave as was every man there present. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Queen, What, must we part already ? 

Ulysses. For a moment, 

Like waves divided by the gliding bark. 
That meet again, and mingle as before. 

RowE. *^ Ulysses.'" 



It was about half-past eleven o'clock at night, and Adrian 
Brewerton was in bed, but not asleep ; for sleep had be- 
come very strange to him ; and yet he had retired to rest 
earlier for some weeks than usual. It was not from lassi- 
jtude of body ; for he was strong and vigorous as ever. 
^'^'*'jt.,vas not from lassitude of mind; for thought was 
.V protracted for many houre after he laid his heaftupon 
f."* the pillow. It wfis rather that he might think more pro- 
* foundly. Before night actually came, he was tired of the 
light : the objects around him seemed to distract his at- 
tention from those subjects on which he desired to fix it : he 
wished to shut out all things but the image of Ella. 

He lay there, in deep meditation, with his arm under 
his head, and a flint and steel by the bed-side, with which, 
when reflection became too painful, as was sometim\^s the 
case, he would strike a light, and try to read himself to sleep. 
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That niglit was on exceedingly quiet one: tlie beavy fog 
seemed to have stilled all sounds — even tlie insect voices, 
BO garrulous during the darkness in America, were hushed. 
No wind even whispered through the branches of the 
trees; and the hea\y fiiU of the waves upon the beach, 
often heard when a gale was blowing, was silent now. 

Suddenly, Adrian thought he heard a slight noise coming 
from the eastern side of the house, but not within it ; a noise 
as if quick but cautious foot-falls were passing into the 
garden. Then again all was still near the house, but from 
a considerable distance on the other side, towards the high 
road, and in the direction of the bye-way, which oflbrded 
the only means of coninmnication for cart or wagon with 
the town, came a sound as if of rolling wheels, to which Adrian, 
with his attention now roused, listened for a moment or 
two. 

" It must be on the high road," he thought " In stilly 
nights like this one hears an immense distance." 

He was turning to other thoughts agii 
nearer noises were renewed. They scenjed n. 
the house— footsteps, and even a murmur, ii* 

^liiui stiirted up : "I will put an end to 
saidKhd striking a light, he partly dressed himselfl 
ing from time 1o time. For a few moments ho heard fl 
steps distinctly, api^rently walking directly o 
the murmur of voices had ceased. In a moment'ra 
all was quiet again; but Adrian approached a bureau, and 
took out a brace of pistols, which he had lately bought, 
loaded llieni carefully, and tying a silk liandkerclncf round 
his waiit, thrust them into it as a sort of belt 

" Those who have gone up must come down," he said 
to himself; " and this time they shall not ttifit.'' He 
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then took up the light, issued forth from his room, and de- 
scended the great staircase. 

Not feir from the bottom ^^•e^e the doors of the two 
large rooms which we have often mentioned, and at the side 
of the stairs, the passage leading aw ay towards the kitchen. 
Adrian hesitated at the foot of the steps which way he should 
turn ; but saying to himself, " We will have lights enough," he 
entered the panelled room where he had been sitting before 
he went to bed, and was lighting the two extinguished can- 
dles upon the table, when suddenly there was a louder and 
more distinct noise than before coming from the back part 
of the premises. 

" They have escaped me !" he thought ; but then came 
the noise of foot-falls mounting some steps, apparently so 
near, that Adrian fancied they must be upon the great 
staircase and looked out. All was vacant and still there, 
however ; but the sound of steps ascending continued for 
a moment or two longer, and was then heard above. There 
Jleemed to be no great desire of concealment, either. The 
ifudt' was heavy, and there were evidently several persons 
deliberately along. 
L- fresh party!" said Adrian. "Their numbers. make 
r impudent. Tliey have the odds ; but never itmid !" 
L;: Jte paused for an instant in thought. But nothing had 
tbeen heard of Ella : there was that sort of despairing feel- 
ing about his heart, which long uncertainty and the daily de- 
cay of hopes always generate. Life seemed to have lost its 
value. He cared not what became of him ; and "taking a 
light in one hand, with a pistol in the other, he walked 
straight on towards the kitchen. 

As he approached, all was still ; and he laid out his lit- 
tle schenft in his mind, to attack the men as they came 
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down the narrow staircase, thinking that his pistols would 
do for two, and that he should find some weapon, a cleaver, 
or a large knife, with which he might deal with the re- 
mainder. 

Nevertheless, not to be without some precaution, he ap 
proached the kitchen door very quietly, and as it was ajar, 
saw that there was a light within. He pushed it gently 
open ; but it creaked vilely, and Adrian had just time to per- 
ceive a man standing in the kitchen, close to the foot of the 
stairs, in a listening attitude, when the stranger turned 
round, and he beheld the features of Sparhawk. 

Without a moment's hesitation — without consideration, 
doubt, or pity — but as instinctively as if he had seen a tiger 
in his path, Adrian levelled his pistol, and fired. But the 
ball did not take full effect. It cut the pirate's cheek to the 
bone, and i*an along the temple, but did no farther injury ; 
and in an instant Sparhawk sprang upon his adversary with 
the leap of a tiger. 

Adrian dropped the candle, and strove to reach the 
other pistol ; but the powerful gi'asp of the pirate, upon his 
throat and right arm, frustrated all his eflforts ; and he too 
clutch^ed his antagonist in a fierce and deathly struggle. 
At tWi same time, there were loud sounds above, shout- 
ing voices, and pistol shots ; and Sparhawk, with a fearful 
oath, muttered even while he tugged with his opponent, 
" I am betrayed ! but I'll sell life dearly !" 

Adrian was powerful, far taller than his adversary, and 
in boyhood practised in wrestling; but Sparhawk's compact 
strength was tremendous ; and, nearly matched in advan- 
tages, the conflict was very equal. For several minutes they 
reeled, they struggled, they swayed to and fro, with their 
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fierce and ghastly faces glaring into each other by the dim 
light of the lantern still burning on the table. Now they 
tried to reach their pistols ; now each strove to throw the 
other down ; now the fingers pressed tighter on the throat 
in their grasp ; and all the while, Adrian felt the warm 
blood flowing from his enemy's face, and trickling on his 
hand. * 

There was a sound of running feet above : there was the 
rush of carriage wheels without : there was a loud knock- 
ing at the front door ; but neither Adrian nor Sparhawk paid 
any heed. Life and death, vengeance and hate, were upon 
the cast of that moment ; and still they struggled on dire- 
fully ; each frustrating the other's efforts, and each nearly a 
match for his enemy, though Adrian thought, with a feehng 
of fierce triumph, that he felt Sparhawk's vigor somewhat 
filing. 

It was so ; the blood from the artery in the temple was 
pouring out too copiously to be without effect. Instead of 
driving Adrian back, he was driven back in turn — struck 
violently against a fixed dresser — his head dashed against 
the wall. 

Suddenly the scene changed. There was bustle and 
confusion on all sides. Neither \vithdrew his eaglfir eyes 
from the other's face ; but both became conscious that there 
were witnesses present ; and a woman's piercing shriek rang 
through the room. 

** Now," cried Adrian, " now ! " as he found a moment- 
ary advantage; and looshig his grasp from his enemy's 
throat, he flung his arms round him in an instant, lifted 
him from the floor, and with a tremendous effort cast him 
headlong into the wide open fire-place. 
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A tremulous scream like that of a wounded vulture — 
a deep groan — and Sparhawk lay motionless where he had 
Men. 

" My husband ! my husband !" cried a sweet, clear 
voice ; and Ella's arms were round Adrian's neck. 

For an instant he glared round in silence, upon her, upon 
Ruth, upon the old negress, Kitty, upon a tall old man, who 
stood with his arms folded upon his chest, behind him. The 
fierceness of the strife was still upon him, struggling with 
love and tenderness ; and all he could say was, ** EUa — my 
Ella !" 

But there were feet hurrying down the kitchen stairs; 
and in another moment Charles Selden ran in the room, with 
one of the officers behind him, each bearing about him evi- 
dent signs of recent conflict. 

" Have you some linen ? have you some linen ?" cried 
Charles Selden ; and then, pausing suddenly, he exclaimed, 
" Good God !— What .is all this ?— Adrian— EUa— who is 
that lying there ?" 

"Tlie murderer," replied Adrian. "I have avenged 
my friend." 

" Well, we have got the rest of them," cried Charles ; 
" one of them dead, three of them living. But have you 
got some linen ? . One of our men is hurt — Here, take this," 
,he continued, snatching up a napkin that lay on the shelf, 
and handing it to the officer. " Bind it tight round the arm 
below the wound. I will be up directly; but first letTrae 
look at this fellow ; and approaching Sparhawk, he gazed 
for a moment at him as he lay perfectly motionless, and 
then turned him over on his face. He seemed to need no 
more than one glance at the back of his head. " A tolera- 
ble blow," he said ; " that will do ! No need of taking any 
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further care of him. Adrian, Adrian, take your wife away. — 
But are you hurt yourself V^ 

" No, "no," replied Adrian, " nearly choked, but not 
hurt ;" and without more words, he led his pale and beau- 
tiful Ella, with his arm thrown tenderly round her waist, 
to the dark panelled chamber where the calm lights were 
burning quietly just as he had left them. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

** Turn not thiiie eyes upon the backward view : 
Let ua look forward into sunny days." 

COLESCDGK. 

It is needless to trouble the reader with any further 
explanation of the events which had lately occurred. A 
very slight effort of tbt imagination .will supply all deficien- 
cies. One onward glance, and we have done. 

It was about half an hour after the death of Sparhawk, 
and Adrian and Ella were seated together, somewhat recov- 
ered from the confusion of feeling and thought into which 
recent events had thrown them. Charles Selden was also 
in the room. Ella had wept a good deal; but she was 
now calm, and was giving a brief explanation to her hus- 
band of her sudden return at that hour of the night She 
had told him only, that strange events had befallen her in 
Charleston, which she would relate afterwards, that she 
had never received any of the letters he had sent to her, 
and that during the last ten days she had been travelling 
incessantly. 
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" I would not delay a single moment, Adrian," she said, 
rising, putting her arms round her husband's neck, and 
leaning her head upon his bosom. " I would not delay a 
single moment, after my love to you, and my duty to you 
were reconciled, dearest They are reconciled now, Adrian ; 
for, by a strange discovery, I find that Adrian >vill have no 
longer occasion to feel a moment's pain on account of his 
Ella's birth. I only value the blood to which I now find I 
belong because it renders me more your equal, more- fitted 
to be your wife — " 

" Not a word — ^not a word on that score, my Ella !" 
cried Adrian, pressing her fondly to his heart. " All preju- 
dices are gone, my love ; all clouds are swept away from 
my mind. No accidental circumstance can add to, or take 
away from, the joy of calling you mine. Nay more, — I call 
God to witness, that I would rather have my Ella as the 
fisherman's daughter, than the child of a peer or a prince." 

There was something inexpressibly sweet to Ella in that 
assurance ; but still the story of her birth had to be told, 
and though it is but doing justice to Adrian to say, that it 
was now no reUef to him — for, like many new converts, he 
had an enthusiasm in his new opinions — ^yet his sincere 
friend Charles Selden rejoiced, saying to himself, " There 
can never be even a passing shadow upon their happiness 
on this score any more, should he even waver in his faith. 
On this point, at least, the clouds of the mind have passed 
away for ever. — May it be so with all of them !" 

We see no reason why a tale should not end like a 
drama, with the principal characters all grouped together, 
and the after fate of those in whom we are interested, left 
to such probabihties as imagination can discover or create. 
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Who can douLt that Adrian and Ella were happy ? 

"Who can doubt that Charles Selden remained their firm 
and well-loved friend, or that, when he married a prim little 
New England wife — as imlike himself as all the infinite va- 
rieties of human nature would permit — she became attached 
to those to whom he was attached, felt half afraid of high 
and mystical Adrian Brewerton, and looked up to Ella with 
a degree of veneration which New-Englanders do not 
often feel for any thing ? 

Who can doubt that when Mrs. Ashmore joined her 
two young cousins she found in them much to admire 
and love, much comfort in the present, much consolation 
for the past ? 

Who can doubt that Mr. Volney withered in a joyless 
old age, with the finger of scorn and abhorrence pointed 
at him, the Wight of shame upon his name, and the can- 
ker-worm of disappointed villany in his heart? .. 

Who can doubt that Ben Herring always ifa^ Adrian's 
readily extended hand with a cordial grasp ; or ^t Simon 
the half-breed, found a peaceful nook by the side of a cheer- 
ful fire, and gazed with his great thoughtful and inquiring 
eyes upon the countenance of Davie the fool, looking upon 
him almost with as much reverence as a Mahommedan 
would have done. 

Who can doubt any of tliese things or a great many 
others ? Nobody ; and therefore we shall no| enter into any 
further explanation on the subject; and only say that, 
from that hour forward, all clouds were wafted away from 
Adrian's mind by the storm of passions and events which 
had assailed him. The sunshine of a strong faith, and a 
calm, reasoning trust succeeded, illuminating the world, 
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and showing him realities which had long lain hidden in 
darkness. 

May it be so with all whose sky is obscured with, mists 
and vapors likewise. 



THE END. 
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fV» cannot but trust they will ever enjoy iheVt pt«M»l -OQi^NM^Si. 7^,'^'T?!5**3SSS2 
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I. 

EVENINGS iVi- DONALDSON MANOR; 

OR, Till-: CHRISTMAS GUEST. 

B7 MABiA J. Mcintosh. 

Itltutra^ed with Ten Steel Enr/ravhif/a, 8wo., cloth^ gilt edges^ %Z ; morocco^ %i 

"The whole sparkle with strokes of pleasantry and lively criiicism, and ever aiv* 
anon mveal most ileliirluful pictures of fireside groups. A hi»h-toned morality pcrvadei 
the whole. We feel sure that the book will be a general favorite." — Commercial Adver- 
titer. 

** It if a book that parents may buy for their children, brothers for their sisters, oi 
husbands for their wives, with the assurance that the book will not only give pleasure, 
but convey lessons of love and chariiy that can hardly fail to leave durable itnpressiuM 
of moral and social duty upon the mind and heart of the reader."— £7rcw//;«- Mirror. 

IL 

WOMAN IN AMERICA; 

HER WORK AND HER REWARD. 
BY MASIA J. McDTTOSH. 

One Volume, 12 /no., paper covers, 60c.; cloth, 75c. 

** We like this work excecdinc;ly, ar.d our fair countrywomen will admire it still mora 
ihan we do. It is written in the true spirit, and evinces extensive observation of society 
fc riear in-=ii:Iit into the evils siirronndin", and pressing down her sex. and a glorious deter- 
mination to expose and remove them. Read her work. She will win a willing way to 
the hi-art and homo of wojnan. ami her mission will be found to be one of beneficence 
>nd li>ve. Truly. wom:m h:is her work and her reward." — American Spectator. 

'• We thank Miss Mcintosh (or her ' Woman in America.' She has written a clever 
book, containmsr much good ' word and truth,' many valuable thoughts and reflections, 
carefully considered by every American lady." — Protestant Church 



which ought to be c 
man. 

III. 




CHARMS AND COUNTER-CHARMS. 

BT MARIA J. Mcintosh. 

One Volume, 12//io., cloth, $1 ; or in Tioo Parts, paper^ 75c. 

"Thiols one of iho.'^e lipaitliful, trxUUfnl works of fiction, which improve the 
and enlighten the iniliimpni, whilst iluiy fnrn sh amusement to the passing hour. The 
is clear, easy and niniplp, and the construction of the story artistic in a high degree, 
commend most cordi.illy the book." — Tribune. 

IV. : '. 4 

TWO LIVi:-; OR, TO SEEM AND TO BE. 

BT MARIA J. McINTOSH. 

One Volume, llmo., paper covers, 50c. ; cloth, 75c. 

"The previous works of Miss Mcintosh, although issued anonymously, have oeeo 
popular in the l)est sense of the word. The simple beauty of her narratives, combining 

})ure sentiment with high principle, and noble views of life and its duties, ought to win 
or them a hearing at every firesiile in our land. We have rarely perused a tale mor« 
interestin'i and instructive than the one before us, and we commend it most cordially to 
tlM ttieniion of all our readers." — Protestant Churchman. 

V. 

A U N KITTY'S TALES. 

BT MARIA J. McIirrOSH. 

A new rdition, complete In One VoU \*liaQ,^ clotK 75c. ; paper, SOft 

Thi» vo.'um^ contains the foUow\T\« dp\\2Y\vtu\\^ \'t\v.tt%vvtv^^QT«A\'^^\«A kUcWi' 
* Jessie Givihin.. ' Florence Arnovi,'*^ *^GT^ce M»i C\w^r ^^^\\*tv\«6s*v^^'^a'«fc 
i»«in of Sc/x-» -.M'vol." 
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MISCELLAJSTEOUS 



LIFE OF JOHN RANDOLPH, 

Of Roanoke. Indvding Letters^ Speeches^ Anecdotes^ Personcu 
Reminiscences .^ arid Times. 2 vols. \2mo. Portraits. $2 50. 

'' The name of John Randolph, from his eccentricities of character, his patriotism, his In- 
dependence, hi") keen sarcasm, his elegant anS accomplished scholarship, and from his being 
contemporary with some of the most distinguished men of otir annals, has become familiar to 
every American citizen. No biography has been published in this country that equals these 
remarkable volumes in interest and attraction."— ^u7z/'« Merchants' Mag. 



(0?nrgE (0ilftllan. 
THF BABDS OF THE BIBLE. 

12'mo. Cloth J 50 cents. 

^\ ((This is truly one of 'the choicest and most acceptable books of the season. The tmws 
^^■^^ Ti it presents are original and striking, and yet at once commend themselves to the reader's 
)val and admiration. The Author has indulged freely in literary criticism, and in historical 
lation, but his great aim has been to give artistic enect to his work — to make a real prose 
in honor of the poetry and poets of the Bible. Mr. Gilfillan has executed his tuk in a 
..„^. masterly manner. No one can close this work without a better appreciation and a pro- 
IJtflOder reverence of the Book of Books. It will add greatly to Mr. GiifiUan's already witfelj* 
^Ktmded fume." — Courier 4* Enquirer. 




Snjjn Slntjinn. 
THE LA W STUDENT; 

Or, Guides to the Study of the Law in its Principles. Octavo. $3. 

** This book, which is put forth imder the modest title of a text-book for students, is from 
the pen of one of our most eminent lawyers. Mr. Antron has brought to his task the store of 
legai knowledge and elegant learning, which is the accun ulation of many years, united with 
the wisdom acquired by a long practice in the application of ihA ^tlviC\VAA ^'*c&i^'^ak>B3tak 
attempted to unfold. Hence, whether we legaca \id» ■HvAwtDft «b Wk. w^RwfiiiiiRK^ kA. "^w^^fi*^^ 
meatarr principles ot the law, or as a guide to the \MftMi )ccvo^\»^<b <A ^^sw* \y<«tfggg^^ 
'• wonhr to rank Rtnong the best books that can >>a tkwi \tv\o \\i*\iKoda o^ iwi»% 
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LETTERS FBmi THREE CONTINENTS. 

By the Arkansas Correspondent of the Louisville Journal. X^ma, 

Cjoth. 

"The Author writes with an off-hand freshness of manner entirely difiereifc from the hack* 
nejcd tourist." — Picayune. 

"The impression left on laying down the volume is, that the traveller is a man of talent and 
cultivation, with an active mind and keen powers of observation and description, which ban 
made a very entertaining bo<ik." — Delta. 



W'Mm W. ti± 



CHRIST IN HADES: A POEM. 

m 

l2mo. Boards, 75 cents. 

" We are happy to say the work displays much powerful conception, true poetical geninii 
and taste ; and anbrds many beautiiul desciipiions. The appearance of Christ in Paradise ii 
finely imagined and grandly exhibited, so is tne overthrow of Satan in the last book ; and many 
other passages might be instanced."— CAurcATnan. 



IPHIGENIA IN TA UR US. 

A Drama in Five Acts. Translated from the German^ 
G. J. Adler, a. M. \2mo. 75 cents. 




THE BOOK OF CHESS; 

Containing tJie Rudiments of tlve same, and Elementary Analysis 
of the most Popular Openings, exemplified in Games actually 
played by the great Masters ; including Staunton^ s Analyses 
of tJie Kings and Queens, Gammits, Numerous Positions, and 
Problems on Diagrams, both Original and Sdet^ed : aiao^ •. 
jSeries of CJiess Tale;s, WitH IllxistTatwms^ eng^raved fr9m 
Original Designs^ by "Robislt N^ . N^^tb.. A "»«» 'Eds^a^ 

12mo. 81 25. 
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THJS MODERN HOUSEWIFE, 

^jenegerie. Comprising nearly One Thmtsand Receipts^ for 
! economical and judicious Preparation of every Meal of 
Day. with those of the Nursery and Stck Hoom, and Minute 
rectioiis for Family Management in aU its Branches, II 
trated tvith Engravings. Edited by an American House 
EPER. {'2mo. Cloth, $1 ; paper, 75 eents. 

I book we commend as the best manual of the art of cooking that we know of in th« 
angua^e." — Tribune. 

foung housekeeper should be without this admirable book. It contains erery thing that 
iry to be known, for the economic and judicious preparation of the table, together with 
i/ections for family management in all its branches. By its aid, the young housekeeper 
the first time, assumes the important duties of her station, can speedily render hersell 
le and expert, as those who have had years of experience. The work is from the pep 
Jter in his art, and the value of the receipts are stamped by the reputation of theu 
— JouiixcU of Commerce. 



WOMAN IN AMERICA, 

Work and Hei Reward. l2mo. Paper cover, 38 cents; 

cloth, 63 cents. 

nail with pleasure the appearance of any thing which is destined to teach woman the 
I of her sacred mission, and which rightly shows her the tremendous influence she !■ 
upon the moral destiny of the world. It is for such reasons that we thank Miai 
i tor her ' Woman in America.' She has written a clever book, containing much good 
id truth,' many valuable thoughts and reflections, which ought to be carefully consid- 
ivery American lady. With a keen sense of the present demoralized condition of so- 
B faithfully endeavors to show woman her duty as a reformer, a wise meliorator ; she 
lave her know that she has a great work to perform, waA that in the 'good time 

her sex will receive a reward of praise and glory unspeakably great."— Pro{e«tanl 



^illtmn /araias. 

E OLD WORLD, OR SCENES AND 
CITIES IN FOREIGN LANDS. 

ompanied unth a Map, and ISustrations. \2mo. $1 25. 

written without pretension, but in an agreeable stjie, and leaves upon the mind of iU 

any agreeable pictures of foreign life and instituuona."— jE7ventii^ Pott. 

I rare to find a volume of more raciness of style and agreeableness of subataacit."— > 

reabyterian. 

Btyle if pleasant and lively, 4pd his TecltaAftYinet woflL ^\jS\ oi\Msas«. 'Tosis* Tf^^ 

fu/7 detailB of minute descriptions wiUftQdtil\B"Ho\ulft%'lN2L^«^^ft^^^w*^***** 

Ttean. 



CHOICi; LIGHT HEADING BOOIS. 

Published h)j D. APPLETON & CO. 



A A i-AAl T\\. A. TaUi. IJy JiiMu Kava- 

Aw.;fr-. 'i\i«» I, .1 ;.s. Iiih'I, To (•;.'*. Cloili, $1 

UOSK '.X'Mt.L;. . :•. KL \:itobi().cr:iitliy. 
Vliwu. V\\\ ■)• ;■> CIS. Cloth, 

1 1 1 1 li O i- W ♦. <':-\7 A Y L A N L). A TnK'. 
iiv Marv !Ii»»>i.t. i-iiio. lai-er. o'm'Is. 
cloth, ■ 

■niK DK.<Kin.fc:iJ WllK. ATale, By 
Mrs. South worth, Svo. Piijier, . 

THE MOTHKR-IN-LAW. A Novel. 
By Mn^ Soiitlnvorth. Svo, P.ijkt, 

MIANNONDALE. A Tale. By Mrs. 
Southwortli. bva Paper, . 

NOKMAN LESLIE. A Tale. By tho 
Author of "Curate of Linwood," &c 
Paper oover. 5(» cents. Clolh, 

i^MES MONTJOV, or Pvc beciiThmk- 
ing. By A. 6. lioe. Paper, tP3. Cloth, 

TO Lr)VK AND TO BE LOVED. By 
t.lie Autli<»r or "Jamrs M<)ii<i<>y." I'Jmo. 
Pai)er, :jb cls. (loth. . .* 

biAKV or A PHYSICIAN IN CALI- 
FOUMA, liy .Jas. L 'i\;<.;i. \.\u. . 

ilELOISK. or the rjirevc::!»-(l Sfi-n-t, Hy 
Tahi. !_:iu). Pi.jur. .• •, Cloth, 

UFES J)I^CIPLlx\K. A Tale. By 
Talvi. I'.'iiio. I'aiKT, :s. Cloth, 

JiXLEN PA BUY, or '1 rials of tho Heart 
12nio. Paper, 38. Cloth, 

10. A Tale of the Ancient 1 aiic. 12ino. 

BVNBEAMS AND SHADOWS, or Leaves 

iVom Aunt Minnie's Portfolio. P2ino. . 

TUE CONSPIKATOP. An American 
Story. By L. A. Dupuy. 12nu). I'u- 
per,5<>. Cloth, . * . . . 

THE E A PL'S DAUGHTLJl. A Tale. 
By MissSewell. 12nio. Paper, 50. Cloth, 

AMY HKllJiEUT. A Tale. By Mi.^s 
bewell. Paper, 50. Cloth. . 

OEKTll V 1 )E. A Tale. By M iss Scwell. 
Paper, 5o. Cloth, 

LAN ETON PABSONACK. By Miss 
Sewell. o vols. Pa])ii, :j;l 50. Cloth, 

MABGAltET PEBCiVAI.. By Mrs. 

Scwell. '2 vols. ^1 M). Cloth, . 

WALTER LOUIMEP. Uy Mi.«s Scwell, 
aiid other Talcs, lllii.-tni'tf.i. C.olli, . 

GRACE LESLIK. A TaU-. IJino. Cloih, 

TWO LIVES, or To Siun and To lie. 
By Miss Mcintosh. Paper, 50. Ch)th, 

CHAKMS AND COliN'I jCP-CHABMS. 
By Miss Mcintosh. Paper 75. Cloth, 

AUNT KPITYS TALi:s. By Miss 
Mcintosh. Paper, 50, ('loth, 

PREVKNTION BETTr.P THAN Cl'KE 
By Mrs. Ellis. Paper, 5o. Cloth, 

MOTHERS, anil WOMLN OF ENG- 
LANJX By Mrs. Ellis. Cloth, each . 

HEARTS AND HOMES, or Soc\a\ l>\v 
tinctioDS. By Mrs. ElUa. Svo. Pajwr, 
$1 00. Cloth, .... 
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NATURAL HISTORY OF THE R 

LET GIUL. By Albert Smith, . 

NATURAL HISTORY OF TUEGE 
By Albert Smith. Paper, 

PICTORIAL VICAR OF WAKEFH 
By Oliver (ioldsmith. 100 Engnvi 

THE MAIDEN AUNT. A Story. 
S. AL Paper, 60. Cloth, 

EMORY'S NOTES OF TRAVELS 
CALIFORNIA. Svo. Paper, . 

LAMA RTLNES CONFII) KNTl ALl 
CLOSURES, or Memoirs of my To 
12mo. Cloth, .... 

BROOKS FOUR MONTHS AMC 
THE GOLD-FINDERS IN CI 
FORNIA 

VILLAGE NOTARY. A liomanc 
Ilunjjiu-ian Life. Svo. Paix.r, 

LADY ALICE, or the New Una. 

Novel. .Svo. Pai)er, 

THE VALK OF CEDARS, By G 

Ajruilar. 12nio, Paper, bO. Cloth 

WO.MAXS FRIENDSHIP. A Stoi 
Domestic Life. By Grace Aguilar. 
per, 5o. Cloth, .... 

THE MOTHER'S P.KCOMPENSE. 
Grac-.e Ajjuilar. 1-nio. Paper, 50 
Cloth, 

ELLEN MIDDLETON. A Tale. 
Lady Fullcrton. Paper, 50. Cloth 

GRANTLEY MANOR. A Tale. 
Lady Fullerton. Paper, 50. Cloth 

HANDY ANDY. By Samuel Lc 
Svo. Paper, 

£. S. D. TREASURE TliOVE.' 
San)uel Lover. 8vo. Paper. 

FOBTINES OF HECTOP OHAL 
KAN. By W. H. Maxwell. i,<o, 

MAUGUERITE DE VALOIS. By J 

Dunuus. Svo. Paper, . 

HISTOKY AND ADVENTIRES 
MAIUJABKT CATCHPOLi:. By 1 
Richard Corbouhl. Svo. Paper, . 

NARllATIVK OF THK EXPLOBl 
EXPEDITION TO OltLiiOX A 
C A L 1 POliN 1 A. By Capt. 1- remon 

THE FOOL OF THE NINETEEN 
CENTURY, and other Takvs. B] 
Zschokke. PJmo. Pain-r, 

MY UNCLE IIOBSON AND I, 
Sla.shcs at Life. By P. Jones. Piqp 

MEMOIRS OF AN AMERICAN LA 
By Mrs. Grant. Paper, 50. Cloth, 

THE BETROTHED LOVElCS. By A 
Manzoni. 2 vols. $1 uo. Cloth, 

WANDERINGS AND FORTUNES 
SOME GEBMAN EMIGRAJ 
12mo. Paper, 50. Cloth, . 

MORTON MONTAGUE, or a Y< 
Christian's Choice. 12mo. Cloth» 

UklvSN^Yi:^ WVULrSlUE and B 
\>^'B. ^g>^&X.'tC\tttA. V^^, \vg«^ 
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